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It  helps 

you  tvrite  your 

ou)n  ticket 

Pressureless  Point . . .  Handsome, 

Non-Breakable  Barrel .  . .  24'/''    More  Ink 

Capacity  Than  Average,  Size  for  Size 

*Guaranteed  Forever  Against  All  Defects 

Hitch  your  writing 
to  the  Star  of  all  pens 
if  you  want  to  star  in 
your  chosen  work. 

There's  never  been 
another  so  handsome  to 
carry  as  black-tipped 
Parker  Duof old  —  nev- 
er another  so  shapely  to 
hold  —  and  none  with 
our  47th  Improvement 
— Pressureless  Touch! 
It  adjusts  its  flow  to  the  speed  of  your  hand 
and  speeds  your  hand  by  easing  your  stroke. 
It  sweeps  pen  worries  out  of  your  mind,  so 
your  brain  has  a  clear  track  for  thinking. 

Drop  in  at  the  nearest  pen  dealer's  for  a  trial. 
And  remember  the  guarantee  comes  direct 
from  Parker.  Hence,  whatever  state  you  may 
move  to,  we're  always  here  to  make  good,  if 
need  be. 

We  don't  ask  to  know  when  you  bought 
your  Duofold,  or  where;  we  don't  require  you 
to  send  some  printed  ^"guarantee  that  you  prob- 
ably couldn't  find.  Our  famous  imprint  on 
the  barrel  "Geo.  S.  Parker  — DUOFOLD"  is 
your  guarantee  —  so  look  for  that  before  you 
accept  any  pen. 

THE  PARKER  PEN  CO.,  Janesville.  Wisconsin 
Offices  and  Subsidiaries:  New  York,  Chicago,  Atlanta,  BuHalo. 
Dallas,   San   Francisco;   Toronto,  Canada;    London,    England; 


Pressureless  Touch 


Jtarker 

"Duofold 


PRESSURELESS    TOUCH    ++ 
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F,^nh  D,u„,  VmTerutxofjr,s- 
ronun.  f,eh  fornfied  agannl  aJ- 
verse  flying  condhions  -when  in 
in  truux  Mo,,oco„f,e.  Liteiiise, 
lu  feels  fori,  fiedag„,nstlhe, „f- 
fesl  exams  iihen  he  grasps  Ills 
truslv  Parker  Duofold  Pen. 


P  U  R  P  L  t  /,.'SN  parrot 


qA  thrilling  moment 

when  the  world  lets  go  and  joy  begins 
— smooth,  flowing  power —  a  strangely 
fascinating  something — a  human  love 
of  speed  at  your  command — a  flash  of 
sunlight  on  a  crimson  wing — the  blue 
sky  overhead — the  green  world  far 
below — a  fleeting  phantom,  two  pals, 
the  wind's  own  children  —  a  sense  of 
going  somewhere  —  a  feeling  that 
you're  on  your  way.  That's  flying — in 
a  Great  Lakes  Sport  Trainer. 

Of  course  it's  rugged.    Of  course  it's 


fast.  Of  course  it's  safe,  maneuver- 
able,  steady,  economical.  It  is  the 
product  of  an  engineering  department, 
second  to  none  in  the  industry  —  the 
product  of  standardized  manufactur- 
ing in  a  complete  and  modern  air- 
craft plant  —  of  careful  inspection, 
thorough  testing. 

It  is  a  ship  that  gives  a  student  the 
"feel"  of  flying  from  the  instant  he 
takes  the  stick.  Responsive,  obedient 
— yet  so  perfectly  balanced  that  it  puts 
you  instantly  at  ease. 


Write  for  illustrated  booklet  and  complete  information 


GREAT  LAKES 

CORPORATION 


AIRCRAFT 

CLEVELAND 


Military  and  Commercial  Airplanes    -    Seaplanes  and  Floats    -    Aluminum  Alloy  Parts 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


Edgar  AStevensJnc 

I6Q.4      ORRINCTON    AVENUE 
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The  Collegienne  who  knows  and  likes 
pretty  things  will  be  charmed  with  the 
creations  in 

OUR    PAJAMA 
AND    LINGERIE    SHOP 

TT'OR  study  hours  and  leisure  moments 
-*-  there  is  a  variety  of  very  distinctive 
styles  here  that  will  delight  the  most  dis- 
criminating college  miss. 

QUILTED  ROBE  OF  FIGURED  SILK  CREPE 
is  lined  and  warmly  interlined.  Silk  Cord  Sash. 
Sizes,  14,  16,  18.  Priced  at  ^10.95. 
TWO  AND  THREE  PIECE  SILK  PAJAMAS 
in  a  wealth  of  tasteful,  colorful  effects.  ^16.75. 
(Others  from  ^14.95  to  ^19.75.) 
NEGLIGEES  IN  PRINTED  SILKS  OR  PASTEL 
colored  crepe  de  chine.  Some  with  Marabou 
trim.     ^22.75. 

FINE    ALENCON    LACES    AND    EXCELLENT 

quality    crepe   de    chine   distinguishes   the   Step-ins 

at  ?3.95.  Chemises  at  ^5.95.     Nightgowns  at  ^5.95. 

Second  Floor 


He:      Did   you   make    these   biscuits 
with  your  own  little  brittle  hands.' 

She:    Yes.    Why.' 

He:      I  just  wondered  who  in  hell 
lifted  them  off  the  stove  for  you. 

Purple  Cow. 


No.  165501  (jumping  up  in  rage 
after  the  prison  movie  show) :  Dam- 
mit, a  serial,  and  I'm  to  be  hung  next 
week. 

Parrakeet. 


"Isn't  it  unhealthy  to  keep  your  hogs 
in  the  house.'" 

"Well,  them  hawgs  a'  been  there  four 
years,  and  they  ain't  one  died  yet." 
Toronto  Goblin. 


Woman:  I  was  to  have  met  my  hus- 
band here  two  hours  ago.  Have  you 
seen  him? 

Shopwalker:  Possibly,  madam.  Any- 
thing distinctive  about  him? 

"Yes;  I  imagine  he's  purple  by  this 
time." 

Tit-Bits. 


She's  some  athlete — covered  four  laps 
in  one  evening. 

Lion. 


— ^^ 


COVER 
CHARGE 


AFTER  THE  FOOT- 
BALL GAME 

ON  WEEK  NIGHTS  -  - 

ON  FRIDAY  NIGHT 

No  matter  what  the  time 
The  Limehouse  is  the 
logical  place  for  the 
Northwestern  man  to 
take  his  date 


5  minutes  from  the  campus 


Friday  night  is  COLLEGE  NIGHT— 
Favors  —  College  songs  and  pep 
galore    


More  Fun  at  the  Limehouse 


PURPLE 


PARR  OT 


Mr.   Spiritualist    (to  wife)  :      May  I 
help  you  with  your  rap,  dear? 

Log. 

Girl    (at   florist's)  :      Have   you   any 
passion  poppie? 

Old  Clerk:    Gol  Ding!    Just  you  wait 
till  I  lay  down  these  roses! 

Bell  Hop. 


It  was  intermission  at  the  Prom  and 
everybody  came  inside  to  rest. 

Peiinsyliania  Punch  Bowl. 


Soph:     I'm  a  member  of  Delta  Delta 
Delta. 

Frosh;     I  heard  you  the  first  time. 
State  Lion. 


Freshman:     Should  a  person  be  pun- 
ished for  something  he  hasn't  done? 

Professor:     Of  course  not. 

Freshman:     Well,  I  haven't  done  my 
math. 

Phoenix. 


Scion  of  an  old  Hoboken  family  re- 
questing a  dance — "Say,  lousy,  how 
about  the  next  crawl?" 

Rutgers   Chanticleer. 


WELCOME 


We  want  you  to  feel  free  to  use 
the  many  facilities  at  your  dis- 
posal. Meet  your  friends  after 
classes  —  or  have  luncheon  in  our 
Food  Shop. 

Private  Dining  Rooms  and  Ball 
Room  for  banquets,  dances,  wed- 
ding parties,  bridge  parties,  and 
group  luncheons  of  various  kinds. 


Orrington 


\mi 


Evanston's  Largest  and  Finest  Hotel 


POPULAR 

with  Northwestern 
Men  this  Season 

ROXAL 

Made4o-Measure 
Clothes 

FAVORITE  FABRICS  ARE— 

Cheviots  — Tweeds — Twists 

COLORS  PREFERRED  ARE— 

Browns  and  Oxfords 


$ 


ONLY  PRICES 

25  *3I 


50 


rINE  QUALITY 


EXTRA  FINE  QUALITY 


$ 


39 


50 


SUPER  FINE  QUALITY 


The  World's  Greatest 
Clothes  Value 


IhE  ROYAL  Tailors  Inc. 

IN  lO.OOO  CITIES 


16j41  Orrington 
Ave*,  Evanston 

Open  Tuesday,  Thursday,  Saturday  Evenings 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


PATHONIZE     PARROT    AD  VC  RTI$ER$-THE  Y     HAVE 
THE     BEST     OF     WHAT     YOU     WANT 


AIRPLANES: 

Great  Lakes  Aircraft  Co 1 

BARBER  SHOP: 

Bill  Mills  Campus  Barber  Shop 28 

BOOKS: 

Chandler *s,    Inc 28 

Muller's,  Inc 34 

CAFETERIA: 

Women's  Exchange  Cafeteria 33 

CIGARETTES: 

Chesterfield     27 

Lucky  Strike Back  Cover 

CONFECTIONS: 

Life   Savers    33 

Ohnley's   Candy  Shop 32 

DANCING: 

Beach    View    Garden 30 

Limehouse    Cafe    2 

Miralago 29 

FLOWERS: 

London's  Flower  Shop 32 

GARAGE: 

Service   Garage    35 

HOTEL: 

The   Orrington    3 

JEWELER: 

Lee   Nelson    4 

MAGAZINES: 

College  Humor 5 

Purple  Parrot'    Inside  Back  Cover 


MEN'S  FURNISHINGS: 

Browning  King   8C   Co 35 

E.    S.    Ehmen 30 

Gillette  Razor  Co 6 

Hecht-Lears,   Inc 33 

J.  Laskin  8C  Sons 31 

MacFarland's,   Inc 29 

Royal    Tailor's     3 

MISCELLANEOUS: 

Evanston  Cake  Shop    30 

Evanston   Letter  Service   34 

MUSIC: 

Carleton  Kaumeyer 4 

OPTICIAN: 

Aimer  Coe  SC  Co 32 

PENS: 

Parker  Pen  Co Inside  Front  Cover 

PHOTOGRAPHER: 

Matzene    34 

PRINTING  AND  ENGRAVING: 

E.   L.    Kappelman 32 

Jahn   SC  Oilier  Engraving  Co 36 

SHOES: 

Kotz  Shoe  Co 28 

TEA  ROOMS: 

King's   Pantry    34 

Tete- A-Tcte    Tea    Room 5 

WOMEN'S  WEAR: 

Edgar  L.  Stevens,  Inc 2 


WELCOME    BACK! 

Whenever  you  want  Columbia,  Brunswick 

and  Okeh  Records  or  the  latest  in   Sheet 

Music — Try  us  First 

Carleton  Kaumeyer 


i741  Sherman  Ave.  Phone  Greenleaf  3230 

The  University  l\fusic  Store 


LEE  NELSON 

Jeweler —  Op  tician 

1626  Orrington  Ave.         University  0461 
REPAIRING 


P  L  R  P  L 
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"You  can't  make  me  believe  Milt  was 
drunk  last  night." 

"Very  well,  but  ordinarily  he  doesn't 
insist  on  shaving  the  fuzz  off  of  his  bath 
towel." 

Columns. 


If  you  are  caught  in  hot  water,  be 
nonchalant — take  a  bath. 

^og- 

"I  want  to  speak  to  my  husband," 
yelled  the  murderer's  wife,  frantically 
phoning  the  penitentiary. 

"Sorry,  madam,"  growled  the  warden, 
"but  your  party  has  just  hung  up." 

Frivol. 


"Are  you  sure  your  folks  know  I'm 
coming  home  to  dinner  with  you?" 

"They   ought   to — they   argued   with 
me  a  whole  hour  over  it." 

Texas  Ranker. 


Roses's  are  red; 
Pearl's  are  white. 
I  seen  'em  on  the  clothes  line. 
Phoenix. 


Abe:     Do  you  play  golf  vit  knickers.' 
Levi:     No,  vit  vite  peoples  only. 
Juggler. 


TETE 
A 
TETE 

A  clever  tea  room — 

within  a  block  of  the  campus  '  ' 

The  ideal  place  for 

^  Fraternity  and  sorority  group 
parties    '----.■ 

^  Dinner  dates  '  ' 

^  A  hurried  luncheon 

^  Leisure  afternoon  tea 

Why  not  drop  in  some  afternoon  and 

see  a  really  artistic  dining  place  '  -  -  ' 

"As  good  as  it  looks'" 

Tete-A-Tete  Tea  Room 

Library  Place  at  Orrington 
Open  from  1  1  :00  A.  M.  to  10:00  P.  M. 


College  Humor's 

MONTHLY    BULLETIN 


■^^/ITH  the  new  college  year.  College 
▼  ▼  Humor  greets  its  audience  and  pulls 
back  the  velvet  curtains  on  a  stage  alive 
with  beauty,  gayety,  movement  and  hu- 
mor. 

Its  principals  are  the  wittiest  satirists 
and  most  modern  tlramatists  of  the 
season:  Salter  \^'inchell,  Eric  Hatch, 
Charleson  Gray.  James  Aswell,  George 
Brooks,  Lynn  and  Lois  Montross.  Don 
Herold,  Arthur  T.  Munyan,  F.  Scott  and 
Zelda  Fitzgerald,  Morley  Callaghan  and 
Westbrook  Pegler. 

Short,  sophisticated  sketches  will  alter- 
nate with  such  romances  as  ONE  LOVELY 
IMORON  by  Lucian  Gary,  the  exciting 
adventures  of  a  beautiful  girl  and  a  young 
professor  who  packed  a  gun;  COLOSSt'S 
by  Holworthy  Hall,  a  new  triangular  situ- 
ation of  a  professional  football  player  in 
love  with  three  co-eds;  and  NAVY  WIVES 
by  Whitman  Chambers,  in  which  post- 
Annapolis  officers  and  their  idle  brides 
meet  tragedy  and  love  at  a  tropical  sub- 
marine base. 

Listen  to  the  music;  watch  youth  whirl 
across  the  stage  on  diamond  heels,  skirts 
flashing;  laugh  with  the  comedians  and 
smile  at  your  generation,  satirized  and 
burlesqued.  Here  we  have  blended  sen- 
timent and  romance  with  scepticism  and 
mad  clowning. 


Announcement  to  All 

College,  prep  and  high  school  students 

MAJESTIC  -  -  -  COLLEGE  HUMOR 

ESSAY  CONTEST 

Win  one  of  Grifisby-firunow's  gorgeous  prizes — 
five  Majestic  Electric  Radios — for  your  fraternity 
or  sorority  houses. 

The  best  five  hundred  word  essays  on  "Why  We 
Bought  a  Majestic  Radio"  or  "Why  Our  Next 
Radio  Will  Be  a  Majestic"  will  receive  these 
iive  radios. 

First  Prize — New  Majestic  Combination  Radio  and 
Electric  Phonograph. 

Contest  closes  November  tenth.  Address  all  essays  to  The 
Contest  Editor,  Grigsby-Grunow  Company,  5801  Dickens 
Ave.,  Chicago.  111. 
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mornings 
bright 


mornings 
dark  brown 


mornings 
Slow 


mornings 


mornings 


Every  day  you 
have  a  different 
face  to  shave  ^  *. 


THERE'S  the  Feb- 
ruary morning 
when  the  hot -water 
faucet  runs  cold — 
and  the  dark  brown 
morning  after  the  party  when  your  face  is  taut 
and  sensitive  from  lack  of  sleep— and  the  hurry- 
up  morning  when  you  have  to  make  an  8  o'clock 
^  all  kinds  of  mornings,  all  kinds  of  shaving 
conditions,  but  only  one  kind  of  Gillette  Blade 
—the  one  constant  factor  in  your  daily  shave. 

Eight  out  of  ten  Americans  count  on  that  blade 
to  deliver  a  satisfactory,  comfortable  shave  365 
mornings  in  the  year — and  it  does,  regardless  of 
conditions. 

Tomorrow  morning  may  be  fair  or  rainy,  wintry 
or  mild.  Slip  2.  fresh  Gillette  Blade  in  your  razor 
and  get  a  smooth,  comfortable  shave  anyway. 
Gillette  Safety  Razor  Co.,  Boston,  U.  S.  A. 


Gillette  * 


morni 
work 


ngs 


morni 


HE  only  individual  in  history, 
or  modern,  whose  picture 
and  signature  are  found  in  every 
city  and  town,  in  every  country  in 
the  world,  is  King  C.  Gillette.  This 
picture  and  signature  are  universal 
sign-language  for  a  perfect  shave. 
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RUSHING 

All  the  little  rushees, 

Vain  and  debonair, 
Thronging  to  the  houses, 

Heads  high  in  the  air. 
They're  the  guests  of  honor 

At  the  festal  board, 
While  the  gathered  frater 

Hang  on  every  word. 

All  the  little  pledges 

Waiting  silent,  their 
Heads  bent  low  and  other  parts 

Held  high  in  the  air, 
Waiting  for  the  paddles — 

Life  was  never  worse! 
All  the  pledges  murmur, 

"What  a  sad  reverse!" 


"I  certainly  took  the  campus  by 
storm,"  cried  Zeus  as  he  ran  into  the 
arms  of  Rhea. 


(who     is     collecting     auto- 
Ah,  my  most  precious  treas- 


Finley 
graphs)  : 
ure! 

Friend:     What  is  it? 

Finley:    A  signed  flunk  notice. 


Drunken  Cannibal  to  Cook:     "Come 
on,  come  on,  lead  in  the  'freshmen's.'  " 


A  visiting,  world-famous  paper  man- 
ufacturer passed  through  New  York 
and  was  showered  with  long  strips  of 
paper.  A  wonderful  time  is  expected 
next  week  when  a  renowned  rock  mer- 
chant travels  the  same  route. 


First    Freshman:       What     did     you 

sdge.-' 

Second  Ditto:     Not  to  touch  liquor. 


Movie  Director:  Come  now,  Mabel, 
get  some  of  those  expressions.  What's 
the  matter  with  you  today? 

Actress:  I  washed  my  face  and  I 
can't  do  a  thing  with  it. 


SOUP  GREENS 


green  tea 
green  peas 
green  olives 
green  cheese 
green  grapes 
green  liver 
green  onions 
green  river 
green  grass 
green  bran 
green  pepper 
freshman. 


")('%?!!!&&#$!!" 
Adam:     All  right  then,  dear,  have  it  "Mary,    such    language!      And   after 

your  own  way.     I'll  go  back  and  ex-      you've  been  to  college." 
change  myself  for  that  piece  of  pottery  "That's  all   right,   ma.     I'm  merely 

you  want.  -  saving  that  schoolgirl  expression." 


SONG  FOR  A  CERTAIN  TYPE  OF 
PLEDGE 

Why  should  I  care  if  my  legs  are  bowed 

And  my  skin  is  rather  muddy; 
Why  should  I  fret  if  my  grades  are  low, 

I  didn't  come  here  to  study. 
What  if  I'm  fat  and  plain  and  dumb. 

To    the    sisters     I'm     "Dear"     and 
"Honey." 
I  may  be  a  lemon  and  such  to  some. 

But  my  Dad  has  lots  of  money! 

The  sisters  will  smile  at  crudities 

That  otherwise  might  embarrass. 
They've  taken  in   freckles  worse  than 
these 
With  clothes  brought  straight  from 
Paris. 
So  why  should  I  worry,  although  my 
voice 
Sounds  like  a  crow  or  starling? 
Soon  as  they  saw  my  big  Rolls-Royce, 
I  was  the  chapter's  darling! 

Garth  Bently. 


"Abie!  ABIE!    Come  from  de  shade 
vit  your  new  sun  suit  on!" 


GREEK  PATHFINDERS 

Rushing!    Rushing!    Rushing! 

See  the  litle  co-ed  tear. 
Gushing!    Gushing!    Gushing! 

In  the  poor  rushee's  ear. 

Blotto!    Blotto!    Blotto! 

They  feel  ivhen  it's  all  done. 
Got  to!    Got  to!    Got  to! 

Run  while  they  can  run. 

P.  S. 


One  Thing  Well 


by 


Elair  Walliser 


O' 


NE  of  the  fundamental  tenets  of  Professor  Aloysius 
Baldwin's  philosophy  was  that  a  man  cannot  do  more 
than  one  thing  well  at  a  time — a  not  exactly  original, 
but  a  practicable  belief.  At  the  precise  moment  that 
this  axiom  traversed  his  sub-conscious  mind,  he  was  engaged 
in  marking  quiz  papers  and  watching  Flora  May.  The  quiz 
papers,  for  some  time  a  poor  second,  now  suffered  total  eclipse. 

As  the  corner  of  her  vision  caught  this  suspension  of 
academic  activity.  Flora  May's  unwonted  preoccupation  with  the 
landscape  south  of  Fisk  Hall  took  on  a  sudden  intensity. 
Unquestionably  she  was  exquisite.  She  looked  very  much 
like  a  nymph,  except,  perhaps,  that  she  wore  a  trifle  more  cloth- 
ing. Her  eyes  and  nose  were  tritely  perfect.  Her  high  arched 
eyebrows  gave  her  face  an  irresistible  but  deceptively  naive 
look,  and  the  thick  black  curls  that  tumbled  voluptuously  to  her 
shoulders  were  strikingly  reminiscent  of  Greta  Garbo.  Flora 
May  would  have  looked  immensely  surprised  had  you  told 
her  so.  She  had  practiced  that  look  of  surprise  almost  as  dili- 
gently as  she  trained  her  hair  that  way. 

She  had,  in  fact,  worked  the  whole  plot  out  diligently,  ever 
since  she  had  first  decided  that  she  wanted  to  kiss  Aloysius. 
He  wasn't  at  all  bad.  Of  course,  he 
was  spindly,  but  he  was  young,  had  an 
attractive  mustache,  his  blue  eyes  were 
uninhibited  by  glasses,  and  he  had  nice 
wavy  blonde  hair.  That,  however, 
would  not  have  been  sufficient  to  have 
made  her  want  to  kiss  him,  except 
maybe  incidentally  some  time.  No 
more  would  the  Phi  Bete  key  from 
Harvard  have  moved  her,  or  the  rumor 
that  he  had  once  been  a  reporter  some 
place. 

The  facts  about  Al,  as  the  campus 
gravepine  had  it,  were:  1.  He  was  one 
of  the  shyest,  most  unapproachable  men 
at  school,  2.  He  was  a  misogynist,  3. 
He  had  never  been  kissed. 

The  same  curious  perverseness  of 
humanity  that  makes  men  want  virgins 
impelled  her  to  want  to  kiss  him.  But 
to  kiss  him  publicly  enough  so  that 
whatever  his  reputation  would  lose, 
hers  would  gain.  Flora  May,  fully 
aware  of  the  delicacy  of  her  problem, 
set  about  as  circumspectly  as  she  did 
assiduously.  Here  was  one  of  the  ad- 
vantages of  going  to  college:  you  could 

do  things  that  no  sane  person  would  ever  think  of  doing  and 
get  away  with  them.    Professor  Baldwin  had  never  been  kissed. 
Therefore  Flora  May  wanted  to  kiss  him.    Also,  she  wouldn't 
mind  a  little  kissing  him  on  his  own  account. 
S 


He  tried  to  avoid  her  eyes 


Her  method  was  as  efll^ective  as  it  was  concise.  She  men- 
tioned his  name  at  a  cozy  one  evening,  disparaged  his  inacces- 
sibility and  immediately  got  herself  challenged  to  kiss  him  if 
she  was  so  smart.  A  chorus  of  impolitely  skeptical  guffaws 
greeted  her  acceptance,  to  which  she  casually  responded  (it  was 
going  off  exactly  as  she  had  planned)  that  she  would  gladly 
conduct  the  osculatory  process  in  the  presence  of  all  or  sundry 
of  her  sorority  sisters.  The  plot,  as  you  may  observe,  was 
coagulating. 

T])ROFESSOR  BALDWIN  cleared  his  throat  introductorily. 
^  "Did  you  wish  to  see  me,  Miss  Carroll?" 

She  turned  ingratiatingly.  "Oh,  yes,  Professor  Baldwin. 
I — I  wanted  to  see  you  about  some  outside  work."  It  was 
deftly  phrased.  She  glided  over  and  draped  herself  about  his 
desk.     He  waited  appreciatively. 

"I  want  to  do  something  independent.  I'm  tired  of  the 
regular  class  assignments.  I  don't  think  they  do  anyone  any 
real  good." 

"A  noteworthy  observation,"  he  drawled,  "but  one  unsub- 
stantiated by  the  facts.  Class  assignments  provide  revenue  for 
the  local  stationery  stores.  They  pro- 
vide amusement  for  tired  professors, 
occupation  for  the  Registrar's  office,  a 
raison  d'etre  for  the  School  of  Educa- 
tion, and  I  doubt  if  they  do  any  lasting 
harm  to  the  undergraduates." 

He  was  a  non-conformist,  and  she 
knew  her  cues.  "Do  you  really  think," 
she  continued,  bending  over  slightly 
more  confidentially  and  considerably 
more  alluringly,  "do  you  really  think- 
that  college  is  doing  me  any  good?" 

"Oh,  distinctly,"  he  assured  her. 
"It  gives  you  an  opportunity  of  dis- 
playing your  charms  on  a  scale  that 
would  be  otherwise  impossible — at 
least  in  respectable  society." 

Score  One.  She  straightened  up 
frigidly  and  tried  a  new  tack.  "'What 
I  mean  is,"  she  continued,  "do  you 
think  one  really  lives  fully  in  college?" 
He  tried  to  avoid  her  eyes.  She  was 
devilishly  attractive.  But  he  couldn't 
let  himself  be  snared  by  any  woman. 
He  had  his  art  to  think  of.  (He  was 
writing  The  Great  American  Novel.) 
"The  trouble  with  you  college  peo- 
ple," he  affirmed,  "is  that  you're  so  busy  being  sophisticated 
and  unconventional  that  you  haven't  time  to  figure  out  what 
sophistication  and  unconventionality  are.  You  still  stick  to  the 
quaint  notion  that  it's  smart  to  be  vulgar.    Why  my  janitor  can 
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tell  shadier  stories  than  you  can  without  even  thinking  he's 
being  clever.  You  think  you're  shocking  conventional  people 
with  your  audacities.  And  who,  pray  tell,  is  there  left  to 
shock.'  All  the  conventional  people  have  long  since  taken  to 
being  shocking  themselves.  It's  such 
a  funny  spectacle.  A  bunch  of  ortho- 
dox unconventionalists  being  terribly 
sophisticated  about  doing  exactly  the 
same  things  that  everybody  else  does." 
She  was  distinctly  awed  by  his 
speech,  and  tried  to  sum  it  up  with  a 
cute  smile,  remarking,  "Well,  you  see 
you're  a  highbrow,  and  I'm  just  a  low- 
brow." 

It  was  an  excellent  opening  for  one 
of  his  favorite  gems.  "A  highbrow," 
he  confided,  "is  merely  a  man  who 
owns  more  books  than  he  has  read.  A 
lowbrow  is  a  man  who  has  read  as  few 
books  as  he  owns." 

He  was  feeling  so  pleasantly  supe- 
rior that  he  found  himself  quite  well- 
disposed  toward  her.  It  is  so  easy  to 
be  well-disposed  toward  a  person  who 
gives  you  openings  for  and  listens  ap- 
preciatively to  your  clevernesses.  Flora 
May  was  a  perfect  acoustic.  She  dis- 
tributed herself  enticingly  along  a  win- 
dow frame. 

"I  suppose,"  she  hazarded,  "that 
you  believe  in  Free  Love?" 

No  click.     He  yawned  disinterest-  She  was  der 

edly.     "There  isn't  any  such  animal. 

Free  love  is  one  of  the  most  expensive  amusements  the  mind 
of  man  has  ever  devised.  It's  cheaper  to  get  married,  and  if 
a  man  wants  to  stick  his  neck  in  a  yoke,  let  him  go  trade  places 
with  a  truck  horse.     It's  considerably  safer." 

Flora  May  was  definitely  piqued.  The  young  beanpole 
wouldn't  string  himself  on  any  of  her  lines.  He  was  so  clever 
that  she  hated  him  for  it — a  kind  of  instinctive  defense  mech- 
anism.    Try  a  little  sugar-coating. 

"That  certainly  ought  to  go  well  in  that  book  I  heard  you 
were  writing.  I'm  simply  perishing  to  see  it.  What  will  it 
be  about?" 

"Chastity,"  he  replied.  "It's  the  one  subject  that  hasn't  yet 
been  discovered  by  modern  novelists.  The  only  trouble  is  that 
I'm  having  such  a  hard  time  finding  material." 

It  went  quite  over  her  charming  head.  But  her  sixth  sense 
told  her  that  he  was  weakening.  He  had  got  all  of  this  pseudo- 
sophistication  out  of  books,  and  when  it  was  exhausted — when 
he  came  up  with  the  Big  Book — Life — he  was  going  to  get 
caught  off  base.  She  may  have  had  a  charleyhorse  of  the 
intellect,  but  her  intuition  was  humming  on  all  eight. 

"I  know  a  wonderful  place — just  full  of  atmosphere  and 
material.    It's  a  night  club." 

He  doubted  if  he  would  find  much  material  for  his  novel 
there.  His  lack  of  enthusiasm  was  so  obvious  that  she  resorted 
to  the  last  expedient  of  a  woman. 

"It's  an  awfully  low  Italian  dive  called  Broccoli's.     They 


say  more  men  have  been  killed  in  there  than  in  any  other  place 
in  Chicago.  Perhaps  you  wouldn't  want  to  take  the 
chance.   .  .  ." 

At  first  he  shook  his  head.  The  old  reserve  and  timidity  of 
years  was  not  to  be  broken  down  in  a 
few  moments.  He  reminded  himself 
that  he  hated  women.  He  had  his  att 
to  think  about.  Suddenly  she  leaned 
directly  across  the  desk  toward  him,  her 
cool  black  eyes  making  things  in  his 
chest  try  to  bang  loose  from  their  moor- 
ings. He  tried  to  remember  his  art;  he 
tried  to  remember  anything.  But  alas, 
his  long-cultivated  philosophy  of  one 
thing  at  a  time  undid  him.  He  capitu- 
lated to  Flora  May. 

"Well — what  night  would  you  care 
to — to  take  me?"  he  stammered. 

She  straightened  up.    All  at  once  he 

looked    so    pitiful    and    hooked — the 

poor  fish.    The  sooner  the  better  now, 

V     ;       but  give  him  a  chance  to  work  himself 

^^       into  a  fever  of  anticipation,  at  least. 

"Oh,    say   a    week    from    tonight," 
carelessly. 

"Fine.     I'll  call  for  you."     He  was 
distinctly  off  the  deep  end  now. 

Flora  May  left  in  a  flutter  of  self- 
satisfaction.     Of  course  he  might  back 
out  of  it  yet — she  thought  of  his  timid, 
almost    trusting    blue    eyes.     But    he 
lishly  attractive  wouldn't.     What  a  scoop  on  the  cam- 

pus it  would  be. 
The  first  thing  was  to  notify  the  doubting  sorority  inti- 
mates.   Their  skepticism  was  chastened,  but  as  yet  undaunted. 
Decidedly  they  would  get  dates  and  attend  the  spectacle. 

TTJE  was  on  time.  Egregiously  on  time.  He  had  to  wait 
■*•  ^  three-quarters  of  an  hour  in  the  reception  room  at  the 
house  while  curious  females  passed  and  repassed.  Restraint 
has  never  been  definitely  established  as  a  feminine  character- 
istic. At  last  she  came  down,  looking  more  like  Greta  Gatbo 
than  ever.    It  was  going  to  be  worth  the  trouble. 

He  dawdled  slowly  down  to  Broccoli's  in  his  lustrous  black 
convertible,  so  that  by  the  time  they  arrived,  two  pairs  of  her 

"plants"  were  already  present  and  the  others  well  on  the  way. 
The  place  was  quite  obviously  a  low  dive,  but  it  had  attained 
that  degree  of  fame  in  which  it  found  it  advantageous  to  be 

'atmospheric."  Before  the  last  two  shootings,  a  sleepy  Italian 
waiter  had  taken  all  orders  in  a  shuffling  absent-minded  fash- 
ion, and  a  carious  nickel  piano  had  provided — let  us  be  lenient 
and  call  it  by  no  worse  name  than — noise.  But  a  steady  month 
of  newspaper  publicity  had  given  Broccoli's  a  name.  The 
languid  loiterer  had  been  supplanted  by  two  diligently  bohe- 
mian  waiters  who  could  flip  cups  in  the  air  and  catch  them  on 
saucers,  and  who  gave  a  rather  unauthentic  version  of  the  black 
bottom  on  the  way  back  to  the  kitchen.  The  nickel  piano  had 
been  relegated  to  a  corner,  and  a  Neapolitan  violinist  played 
questionable  jazz  and  demanded  hush  money  after  every  piece. 
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Flora  May  and  Aloysius  took  a  table  at  one  side.  She 
ordered  wine  and  ravioli,  and  they  talked  cursorily  as  the 
other  three  couples  gradually  filtered  in.  He  was,  however, 
somewhat  back  in  form.     He  declined  to  imbibe. 

"Liquor,"  he  said,  "is  the  unintelligent  man's  remedy  for 
ennui.  I  am  very  seldom  bored — when  alone.  By  talking  to 
myself,  I  am  assured  of  an  appreciative  listener  and  a  fasci- 
nating conversationalist." 

She  felt  that  the  time  for  approaching  the  core  of  her  sub- 
ject had  arrived.  She  tilted  her  head  alluringly,  half-closing 
her  eyes. 

"Above  all,"  she  murmured,  "above  all  is  love.  It  is  the 
only  noble  emotion  of  which  man  is  capable.  It  is  the  only 
unselfish  emotion.  Love  is  beauty;  beauty  is  love.  All  men 
are  faithless,  hypocritical,  cowardly  and  sensual.  Women  are 
artificial,  vain  and  false.  The  world  is  nothing  but  a  vast 
sewer,  peopled  by  vile  maggots.  But  there  is  one  thing  alone, 
holy  and  sublime.  It  is  love.  The  embrace  of  a  man  and 
woman  is  the  most  perfect  expression  of  Godliness." 

She  surprised  herself  by  how  well  she  got  it  off.  It  was  a 
passage  from  de  Musset,  but  in  conversation,  one  need  not 
indicate  quotation  marks.  She  barely  concealed  her  chagrin 
when  he  left  the  table  with  a  brief,  "Pardon  me."  She  had 
a  terrible  fear  that  he  was  running  away,  but  he  retreated  only 
as  far  as  the  telephone  booth. 

He  returned  with  nothing  more  than  a  curt,  "Sorry,  but  I  had 
an  important  call  to  make."  She  loathed  him.  She  would 
have  to  begin  all  over  again.  It  took  her  fifteen  minutes  to 
get  back  to  the  same  point. 

"Our  worst  trouble,"  she  finally  arrived  at,  "is  that  we  are 
too  narrow,  too  crabbed  in  our  conception  of  love.  What  is 
it  that  Dorothy  Parker  said.'  (She  had  carefully  memorized 
it  that  afternoon)  : 

"  'He  who  loves  recklessly  and  well, 
May  look  on  Helen's  face  in  Hell, 
While  he  whose  love  is  thin  and  wise, 
May  view  ]ohn  Knox  in  Paradise.'  " 

"Your  conception  of  love  is  very  beautiful,"  he  said,  "but 
I  fear  it  all  reduces  to  the  same  old  biological  common  de- 
nominator— necking.  Indiscriminate  necking,  however  much 
you  moderns  think  you  invented  it,  is  nothing  but  a  hangover 
from  the  War.  It  was  the  big  thing  during  the  last  decade, 
and  by  now  it's  so  threadbare  that  you're  beginning  to  think 
it's  altogether  different.  Besides  being  unsanitary  (he  had 
once  contracted  a  bad  case  of  bronchitis  under  similar  circum- 
stances) necking  is  eminently  unsatisfactory.  It  impresses  you 
with  the  cheapness  and  distressing  lack  of  originality  in  the 
human  form.     It — " 

But  the  great  polemic  was  never  completed.  At  that  exact 
second,  a  woman  screamed,  and  as  two  men  scrambled  for  the 
rear  doorway,  a  deep  voice  bellowed,  "Everybody  sit  still  if  you 
don't  want  to  get  plugged.  And  hold  your  hands  above  the 
table." 

A  beefy  enforcement  officer  strode  to  the  middle  of  the 
floor,  officiously  thumbing  his  star  with  one  hand  and  brandish- 
ing a  six-shooter  with  the  other.  The  two  men  who  had  dashed 
through  the  kitchen  reappeared  in  the  grip  of  two  more  cor- 
pulent minions  of  the  law.  Flora  May  wildly  considered  the 
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possibility  of  jumping  through  a  window,  but,  at  thought  of 
broken  glass,  recanted  in  favor  of  tears.  For  once  in  her  life 
it  didn't  work.  The  plain  clothes  men  were  almost  brutal  in 
their  lack  of  manly  susceptibility.  They  were  unceremoniously 
herded  into  a  paddy  wagon.  Fortunately  her  fellow  con- 
spirators were  all  constrained  in  the  same  vehicle,  but  any 
feeling  of  fellowship  was  remarkable  only  for  its  inconspicu- 
ousness. 

She  would  be  expelled  from  school,  of  course.  She  would 
certainly  be  disgraced  at  home — might  even  be  disinherited, 
or,  most  imminent  peril,  she  might  have  her  allowance  cut  off 
and  be  forced  to  stay  in  nights.  Then  the  thought  of  prison 
crossed  her  mind — sitting  in  a  cell — scrubbing  floors — break- 
ing rocks,  or  whatever  it  was  that  a  woman  did  in  prison. 

It  was  all  Al's  fault.  She  detested  him  with  his  serious  un- 
kissed  mouth.  Kiss!  Bah!  She  wouldn't  kiss  him  now  for  a 
million  dollars.  It  was  all  his  fault.  The  fact  that  he  would 
lose  his  job  and  go  to  prison  too,  failed  to  occur  to  her.  What- 
ever happened  to  him  would  serve  him  right  for  not  getting 
himself  kissed  like  every  other  self-respecting  young  man. 

They  attained  the  station  and  were  irreverently  ushered  up 
before  the  lieutenant.  The  first  girl  gave  her  name  as  Sophie 
Doe  and  the  rest  followed  her  cue.  Flora  May  tried  to  catch 
the  officer's  eye.  He  was  as  dispassionate  about  her  entreat- 
ingly  tear-stained  face  as  he  was  about  ordering  them  into  cells 
in  lieu  of  $100  bail  apiece.  He  might  as  well  have  added  a 
half  dozen  ciphers  to  the  figure.  It  could  have  seemed  no 
larger  at  that  hour. 

With  all  the  conviviality  of  a  group  of  corpses  at  a  large 
scale  interment,  they  shuffled  toward  the  lock-up.  As  the 
door  to  the  jail  corridor  slammed.  Flora  May  looked  around 
for  Al.  He  was  no  longer  tagging  directly  behind.  He  had, 
to  be  exact,  completely  and  extravagantly  disappeared.  So  he 
had  managed  to  escape!  The  yellow-bellied  insect!  The 
guard  ahead  had  his  back  turned,  and  she  slipped  down  the 
hall  to  the  door  of  the  courtroom.  She  pressed  it  open  a 
trifle  and  peered  through.  High  as  her  eyebrows  were  already 
arched,  they  managed  to  achieve  a  fraction  more  altitude. 

Al  and  the  lieutenant  were  conversing,  not  merely  cordially, 
but  almost  boisterously.  He  was  shoving  a  twent)'  into  the 
policeman's  hand. 
"It  was  worth  every  cent  of  it,"  he  insisted. 
"Well,  fella,  I'll  split  this  up  among  the  boys,  but  as  far 
as  I'm  concerned  I'd  pull  a  phony  raid  like  that  for  you  any 
old  time.  Haw,  haw,  you  used  to  get  off  better  ones  than  that, 
though,  when  you  were  holding  down  the  fort  here  for  the 
Journal.  Remember  that  eight  million  dollar  gem  robbery  you 
manufactured?    That's  still  a  classic  around  here." 

Flora  May  shut  the  door  gently.  The  guard  was  still  fum- 
bling with  the  keys  when  Al  appeared  and  tapped  her  shoulder 
furtively. 

"Quick!"  he  said.  "We  have  no  time  to  lose,"  and  dragged 
her  through  a  side  door.  His  car  was  where  the  police  had 
parked  it,  but  she  was  too  angry  even  to  pretend  to  enter  into 
the  spirit  of  a  hairbreadth  escape.  She  sulked  rigidly  in  her 
corner  as  they  shot  off  into  the  darkness.  She  despised  him — 
bitterly,  wholeheartedly.  It  was  the  first  sign  that  she  was  in 
love  with  him. 

"Whew,  that  was  close,"  he  murmured,  looking  back  for 
signs  of  pursuit.  (Concluded  on  page  28) 
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Hymn  of  the  Golfer 


by  CAHTH  BCNTLCY 


Oh,  I've  taken  my  golf  where  I've  found  it 

In  every  conceivable  chme. 
I'd  take  out  a  pill  and  I'd  pound  it 

At  any  place,  any  old  time. 
I've  played  the  bad  courses  and  good  ones. 

Professionals  hail  me  as  pal. 
But  I've  always  been  struck  with  the  rottenest  luck 

On  the  banks  of  the  Drainage  Canal. 


The  twelfth  was  a  short  one — a  pitch  shot. 

I  sailed  past  the  cup  rather  neat 
And  lit  in  the  back  of  a  flivver 

That  was  passing  along  in  the  street. 
By  the  time  I  caught  up  with  the  driver 

We  were  full  half  a  mile  from  the  tee 
And  I  broke  several  sticks  playing  over  the  bricks. 

But  I  made  it  in  seventy-three. 


I  strode  to  the  tee  on  the  first  one 

And  dealt  a  magnificent  swat. 
But  I  sliced  and  my  pellet  descended 

In  somebody's  truck  garden  plot. 
It  was  guarded  full  well  by  a  bulldog ; 

I  shouldn't  have  taken  the  chance — 
For  I  climbed  o'er  the  wall  and  I  captured  my  ball. 

But  it  cost  me  the  seat  of  my  pants. 


The  seventh  was  over  the  river 

And  I  knocked  many  balls  off  the  tee. 
Till  the  channel  was  dammed  up  with  golf  balls 

And  dammed  down  and  sideways  by  me. 
It's  supposed  to  be  shot  with  a  mashie, 

But  I  tried  every  club  I  could  get, 
Till  my  shoulders  got  sore  and  I  carried  it  o'er 

Or  I'd  prob'ly  be  trying  it  yet. 


I  allowed  for  a  slice  on  the  fourteenth 

And  looked  very  wildly  instead 
The  ball  traveled  off  through  a  window 

And  lit  upon  somebody's  bed. 
I  tried  to  play  off  of  the  comfort, 

But  it  seems  there  was  someone  inside 
Who  gave  me  a  clout  and  boosted  me  out 

And  I  lost  several  inches  of  hide. 


The  seventeenth  lay  by  the  roadside, 

The  green  was  surrounded  by  traps. 
My  pellet  with  sand  was  surroimded 

And  I  was  surrounded  by  saps. 
They  thought  I  was  digging  a  subway 

From  the  dirt  that  I  raised  and  the  dust. 
And  they  laughed  and  they  hissed  me  when  I 

Swatted  and  missed. 
Till  at  last  I  gave  up  in  disgust. 


The  tenth  had  a  rough  like  a  jungle 

Where  the  weeds  grew  resplendent  and  tall. 
And  I  really  can't  speak  of  the  fairway, 

For  I  never  was  on  it  at  all. 
A  squirrel  ran  away  with  one  golf  ball, 

Down  a  drain  pipe  another  did  roll, 
But  I  played  pretty  hard  and  I  got  my  reward 

Of  a  mere  thirty-nine  for  the  hole. 


O  the  day's  misadventures  were  many — 

Misfortune  had  fed  me  a  curse — 
And  I've  played  it  on  other  occasions 

When  my  luck  was  consistently  worse. 
On  most  other  courses  I'm  lucky, 

Some  birdies  and  pars  I  corral. 
But  I'm  only  a  dub  when  I  take  up  a  club 

By  the  Evanston  Drainage  Canal. 
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One  never  knows  the  anguish  of  a  heartbroken  woman — one  nerer  gets  a  chance. 


FRESHMAN 

1.  Don't  come  into  class  on  time. 
Walk  in  late  and  see  the  Prof  after 
class.  You'll  get  much  better  ac- 
quainted this  way. 

2.  Don't  stand  at  one  end  of  the 
corridor  of  a  class  building  and  holler, 
"Hello,  you  old  so  and  so,"  at  your 
Prof.  No  man  likes  to  be  called  by  his 
first  name. 

3.  Don't  drink.  Keep  it  in  your 
pocket  until  you  get  outside  one  of  the 
campus  gates. 

4.  Don't  argue  about  a  grade.  Sit 
tight  until  after  you  get  your  degree; 
then  give  him  a  darn  good  "gripping" 
when  he  buys  his  shirts  and  neckties 
12 


"DON'TS" 

from  you.     He'll  never  forget  it. 

5.  Don't  look  sad  and  sympathetic 
when  a  Prof  makes  a  mistake.  Laugh 
like  hell  and  say,  "What  a  big  help  you 
turned  out  to  be,  big  boy." 

6.  Don't  be  a  wall  flower.  If  you 
can't  get  a  date  for  the  Junior  Prom  or 
Senior  Ball,  go  anyway  and  "stag"  it. 
You'll  soon  be  a  popular  man. 

7.  Don't  be  discouraged  if  you  can't 
"neck  "  a  co-ed.  Try  again — only  this 
time  date  her  room-mate.  This  always 
goes  over  big. 

These  are  the  seven  wonders  of  fresh- 
man campus  life.  Follow  them  and  see 
what  happens.  A.  K. 


SILVER  SLIPPERS 

Today  I  am  thinking  of  silver  slippers, 
My  mem'ry  of  her  and  the  dance  last 
night. 
Tiny,  shiny  slippers. 
Heels  that  are  tall  and  slim  and  graceful, 
Little  square  buckles  that  twinkle  with 
light. 
Sweet,  petite  slippers. 
Pomted  toes  that  kept  time  to  the  music, 
Brocaded  in  rosebuds,  dainty  and  sweet. 

Cunning,  stunning  slippers. 
Silver  slippers,  the  mark  that  you've  left 

on  my  mem'ry 
Is  nothing  to  that  you  have  left  on  my 
feet. 
Misleading,  stampeding  slippers. 

Miriam  Whitehead. 


The  scene  is  a  dress  rehearsal  of 
Noah's  Ark.  Hundreds  of  people  and 
animals  are  running  about.  But  above 
all  the  confusion  can  be  heard  the 
shrieks  of  the  electrician:  "What  lights 
shall  I  use?  What  lights  shall  I  use?" 
And  the  heavens  open,  and  a  voice 
comes  to  him:   "The  flood  lights,  you 


"Did  you  pledge  the  rich  launderer's 


'No,  he  was  a  terrible  wash-out.' 


"Did    that    college    boy    dii 
death?" 

"Yes,  he  committed  suicide." 


Einstein's  theory  of  relativi 
away  from  them,  especially 
ones. 


ty :    Keep 
the   poor 
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HOW  TO  SHOP  SAFELY  AT  CHANDLER'S 


1.  Sidle  stealthily  up  to  the  fire  alarm 
box  on  Fountain  Square,  and  when  no 
one  is  looking,  turn  in  an  alarm.  The 
seething  hoards  at  Chandler's  will  all 
rush  out  to  see  the  excitement,  and  you 
will  have  a  free  passageway  to  the  coun- 
ter. (The  only  trouble  with  this  plan  is 
that  the  sweet  young  clerks  will  be  the 
first  ones  out  the  door,  and  you  will  be 
no  better  off  than  before.) 

2.  Return  to  Evanston  on  the  day  which 
falls  exactly  half-way  between  the  clos- 
ing of  summer  school  and  the  opening 
of  the  fall  term,  and  buy  your  supplies 
at  leisure.  (The  only  gag  here  is  that 
after  you  buy  books  for  Geology,  French, 
History,  Math  and  Psych.,  the  only 
courses  open  at  registration  will  be  As- 


tronomy, Greek,  Sociology  and  History 
of  Religion.) 

3.  Break  into  the  store  at  three  in  the 
morning,  go  to  the  book  department  and 
take  what  books  you  need.  (If  the 
clerks  take  an  hour  and  five  minutes  to 
get  you  two  books,  in  the  daytime,  how 

the  h do  you  expect  to  find  even 

one  that  you  want,  at  night?) 

4.  Order  your  supply  of  books  by  mail. 
You  will  probably  get  a  consignment  of 
six-bit  thrillers  intended  for  an  old  maid 
in  Wilmette,  but  what's  the  dif?  Use 
them  in  the  fire-place. 

5.  Why  bother  with  Chandler's,  when 
you  can  borrow  all  the  books  you  need 
from  your  room-mate?  (That  is,  if  jon 
are  not  the  room-mate.)  C. 


Rushin'  chairmen 


1^•V   'fii-e<^ev 


"Dear,  do  you  love  me?" 

'Yes." 

'You  will  never  think  of  anybody 
but  me?" 

"No." 

"Thank  the  Lord!  Now  I  know  I 
haven't  halitosis." 


Little  Jack  Horner 

Sat  in  a  corner. 
His  arms  'round  his  only  desire. 

And  he  showed  in  his  sighs. 

And  half-open  eyes, 
A  love  that  was  burning  as  fire. 

"You're  the  one  makes  me  rave. 

But  the  one  that  I  crave," 
He  said  in  an  extra-dry  tone. 

"You  devour  me  with  passion 

Of  an  uncommon  fashion — 
You're  to  me  what  a  dog's  to  a  bone." 

Said  little  Jack  Horner, 

Still  parked  in  the  corner, 
"You've  got  the  lines  and  the  curves, 

You're  not  like  the  dames. 

My  past  life's  old  flames. 
You're  the  brand  a  real  man  deserves." 

By  now  Jack  Horner 

Was  drunk  in  the  corner. 
No  more  of  her  could  he  ask; 

He  had  taken  her  all. 

And  lest  she  should  fall. 
Jack  sat  with  his  arms  'round  his  flask. 
Marie  Dapples. 


Garbage  Man:    Any  garbage  today? 

Foster  House  Cook:     Yeh,  bring  in  about  twelve  cans  full. 


Haste  makes  trains. 
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DRAMA 


Long  before  I  pranced  awkwardly 
from  short  pants,  the  theatre  had  thrust 
itself  forward  as  an  obsession.  The 
powers  that  be  have  willed  that  many  a 
prim  schoolmarm  should  call  "Edel- 
son?"  in  vain  because  that  unworthy 
had  crept  to  a  menacing  matinee,  and 
beaucoup  8  o' clocks  have  been  sheared 
— like  that — because  of  the  premiere 
the  previous  evening  of  another  Zieg- 
feld  apotheosis  or  a  Cohan  "  'ray  for 
America!"  Memories  often  slip  in 
anent  precious  sentences  traded  with 
performers — tippling  Leon  Errol,  his 
bewitching  ingenue  in  "Yours  Truly," 
Miss  Evelyn  Hoey,  DeWolf  Hopper, 
and  others  now  in  lights — glimpses  of 
off  stage  histrionics  and  back-in-the- 
wing  kibitzing  and  curtain  speech  grape- 
juice  that  warm  the  cockles  of  my 
heart. 

Yet  with  all  this  eighteen  karat  at- 
tachment I  could  but  form  vacillating 
ideas  as  to  why  Chicago's  theatre  is  as 
wind-conscious  as  a  new  colt.  That  is, 
until  I  ran  into  a  sapient  child  of 
Broadway — one  of  "gentlemen  of  the 
ensemble"  who  brush  red  hairs  from 
Earl  Carroll's  lapel,  and  then  go  off  like 
the  Shuberts  giving  the  press  some  copy. 

The  trouble  in  Chicago,  according  to 
this  erudite  theatrical  affinity  who  wore 
a  mauve  cravat  and  passed  the  nights  on 
3rd  St.,  is  our  fair  burg's  progeny  of 
the  racket.  "Before  the  big  fight,"  now 
we're  tuned  in  on  this  yap,  "stars  five 
at  a  time  would  check  in  at  the  Sherman 
House.  Now,  with  pains  like  Volstead, 
Moran,  and  Caponi,  are  many  big  clucks 
stopping  in  Chicago  on  the  trip  from 
Cleveland  to  Los  Angeles?"  I  wagged 
my  head  and  drooped  my  eyes  guiltily, 
like  a  kiyoodle  begging  for  more. 

"Let's  say  a  hit  registers  in  Chicago," 
he  said.  All  right,  let's.  "Along  with 
the  pansies,  press  clippings,  sell-outs, 
and  what-ho  the  star  gets  a  polite  call 
from  the  main  yegg  of  a  racketeer  on  the 
throne.  There  seems  to  be  a  collection 
in  progress  (you  see,  a  charge  for  pros- 
perity), and  Miss  Grace  Georgemore 
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has  been  put  down  for  umphteen'unerd 
of  the  things  that  talk.  Or  else — well, 
you're  not  so  dumb,  after  all." 

I  wagged  again,  and  pictured  a 
friendly  raid  on  a  prosperous  box-office, 
a  slug  in  the  neck,  or  a  juiceless  pine- 
apple and  a  panicky  audience.  "Art- 
ists," the  fellow  concluded,  talking  to 
his  immaculate  linger-nails,  "have  been 
forced  to  sicken  themselves  at  fetid 
revels  of  these  greasy  gunmen,  when  the 
police  refused  to  say  'Boo'!"  Which  is 
as  intelligent  a  cause  of  this  enigma  as 
the  faerie  tayles  that  the  "critics"  tell 
on  the  local  rags. 

The  first  laugh  hit  of  the  term  is 
"Kibitzer"  (Woods).  George  Sidney, 
forced  from  the  flicker  sheet  by  myopic 
producers  who  strangled  his  one  role, 
is  improved  since  "Welcome,  Stranger!" 
Devoted  to  one  character,  the  "Noo, 
tvass  hab  ich  gesagt''  standby,  "Kibit- 
zer" is  rapid,  foolish,  happy,  and  a  lit- 
eral riot  in  its  last  act.  More  proof 
that  a  news-sheet  is  a  playwriter's  col- 
lege. 

The  only  play  that  watched  the  sum- 
mer come  in  like  a  wave  from  a  heat- 
canning  factory  and  skedaddle  in  the 
habiliments  of  an  Indian  is  "The  Nut 
Farm"  (Cort) ,  which  probably  will 
have  drifted  when  Polly  loosens  this 
salutatory  squawk.  Wally  Ford  is  the 
kid  director  who  outsmarts  a  stageful  of 
heh,  heh!  Hollywood  snakes  out  for  the 
widder's  son-in-law's  dough.  Dressed 
in  white  golf  pants,  green  coat,  and  a 
yard  long  cheroot  that  bobbed  like  a 
pump-handle  at  every  accented  syllable, 
Wally  was,  when  I  met  him  this  week. 
He  was  in  a  violent  hunt  for  a  fiacre, 
during  the  course  of  which  he  waved 
both  arms  (you  remember  "Broadway") 
and  yelled.  "Far  Gawd's  sake,  there 
must  be  a  lot  of  money  in  town!"  But 
there  wasn't,  and  I  can  prove  it. 

Joe  Cook  is  a  peach  of  a  one-clown 
circus.  In  "Rain  or  Shine"  (Grand), 
the  only  thing  Cook  doesn't  do  is  swim 
the  Channel  and  toast  a  Fatima  while 


hatching  an  Easter  egg  and  helping  his 
sister  diaper  the  brats.  Second  rate 
stepping  by  three  choruses  heightens 
the  main  performance  by  Mr.  Cook, 
who  made  me  roll  in  the  aisles  when  he 
dialogued  with  stringy  Tom  Howard. 
You'll  laugh  at  Mr.  Chasen's  puerilities 
and  the  Ferris  Wheel-spark  saw  doohick 
that  gives  music.  Joe  Cook  is  in  this, 
too. 

What  a  great  game  this  would  be  if 
one  could  recommend  all  the  shows  as 
earnestly  as  I  embrace  "The  New 
Moon"  (Great  Northern).  It  is  an 
"opera"  piece  with  a  story  like,  but  bet- 
ter than,  "The  Desert  Song,"  and  has  a 
pleasing  hero  who  sings  from  his  chest, 
Mr.  Houston.  Charlotte  Lansing  is  en- 
tirely captivating;  and  so,  also,  are 
Roscoe  Ails'  endless  comics  and  the 
adopted  measures  that  are  called  Mr. 
Romberg's.  If  a  friend  has  been  to  see 
it,  go  also,  because  you'll  never  hear  the 
end  of  it. 

A  herring  that  is  as  exciting  as  a 
bridge  player  with  lockjaw,  and  which 
uses  all  the  shriek-evoking  nick-nacks 
that  came  in  with  Edgar  Wallace's 
grandpappy  is  "The  Jade  God"  (Play- 
house). The  old  gent  next  me  was 
almost  a  case  for  the  obstetrician,  what 
with  his  artificial  bicuspids  and  my  arm 
that  he  kept  grabbing  instead  of  the  arm 
of  the  seat.  But  I  figured  he  might  be 
somebody's  mother  so  I  followed  his 
performance  with  more  interest  than 
the  vacillating  color  shades  and  shouts 
of  "Mahster!  mahster!"  on  the  boards. 
Just  a  bellyache  with  the  old  Malay  kris, 
eerie  cottage,  occult  fiend  who  can  hyp- 
notize a  stageful  with  one  breath,  artic- 
ulate fireplace,  and  high  C's. 

"Journey's  End"  (Adelphi),  a  sym- 
pathetic account  of  English  officers  be- 
fore St.  Quentin  in  the  spring  of  1918, 
is  rather  a  gastronomical  treatise  that 
reeks  of  onion  tea  and  "aipricot"  pie. 
Personally,  I  much  prefer  a  similar  play 
(that  is,  war-horror),  "The  Enemy,"  by 
Channing  Pollock,  which  I  never  saw 
staged.  The  present  play  has  five  or 
six  unforgettable  scenes,  and  further, 
calls  for  the  use  of  no  women.  Acted 
with  strength,  the  performance  deserves 
a  visit  if  only  to  hear  British  phonetics. 
Cheerio,  and  toodleoo,  ould  fallows, 
don'tcher  knaw! 

Alan  A.  Ed  el  son. 
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CRINE  DEPARTMENT 


To  those  Evanstonians  who  are  near- 
sighted ;  this  is  not  the  Grime  section. 


We  wish  to  announce  that  we  have 
combined  the  Chicago  and  the  Crime  de- 
partments. 

Gibbon  says  that  history  is  the  regis- 
ter of  crimes.  The  history  of  Chicago 
politics  is  a  cash  register  of  crimes. 

Crime  doesn't  pay — enough. 
It's  a  crime! 


Little  Boy  Blues, 

Come  blow  your  horn. 

The  crowd's  at  the  tables 

Just  loaded  with  corn. 

Where's  the  little  girl  who 

Looks  after  the  sheep 

And  sings  the  boy's  blues  songs? 

She  must  be  asleep. 

Go  wake  her,  go  wake  her! 

Oh!  no,  not  I, 

For,  if  I  wake  her,  her 

Daddy  may  cry. 


Professor  is  given  chair  of  vital  elec- 
tricity at  Northwestern. 

Bing!  Bang!  Crash!  No,  not  an- 
other Chicago  gang  war — just  a  new 
breakfast  food. 


IT  PAYS 

The  wages  of  sin  is  writing  for  true- 
confession  magazines. 


ATTENTION,  SQUADS 

Professor  Gat  Sawdoff  upholds  the 
fair  name  of  Chicago  over  the  radio: 

"My  dear  friends:  Chicago  is 
thought  to  be  the  home  of  murder, 
arson,  robbery,  and  vice.  I  wish  to  re- 
fute that  statement.  ^  Chicago  is  the 
most  law  abiding  city  in  the  world — " 

DING,  DING,  DING,  DING, 
DING,  DING,  DING.  Attention, 
squad  number  one-half.  Twenty-five 
people  have  just  been  murdered  in 
Gugenf eld's  Delicatessen  by  a  one- 
legged  man  who  was  seen  escaping  with 
a  bottle  of  olives. 

" — In  fact,  Chicago  is  the  most  law 
abiding  city  in  the  entire  world.  Why 
do  people  often  think  otherwise?  Sim- 
ply because  other  cities  are  jealous. 
New  York  wanted  the  World's  Fair — " 

DING,  DING,  DING,  DING, 
DING,  DING,  DING.  Attention, 
squad  number  twenty-three.  Dr.  Aero- 
bics, suffering  under  the  delusion  that 
he  was  a  ballroom  bouncer,  is  roaming 
about  in  the  vicinity  of  the  Methuselah 
Old  People's  Home,  where  he  has  just 
thrown  forty-nine  inmates  from  the 
thirteenth  story  window. 

" — In  conclusion  I  say  that  one  very 
seldom  hears  of  an  unlawful  act  in  Chi- 
cago. Murder  is  practically  unknown. 
Everything  is  nothing  but  newspaper 
lies — lies.  Why,  New  York  has  a 
greater — 

DING,  DING,  DING,  DING, 
DING,  DING,  DING.  Attention, 
squad  number  fifty-seven.  Come  to  the 
\Sf^GN  radio  station.  Professor  Gat 
Sawdoff  has  just  been  murdered  by  a 
group  of  loyal  Chicago  citizens  who 
claimed  that  Chicago  is  greatest  in 
everything  and  will  stand  second  to 
none.  They  were  last  seen  going  in  the 
direction  of  the  City  Hall. 


Policeman:  You're  under  arrest  for 
walking  down  the  street  in  your  under- 
wear. 

Victim:  But,  your  honor,  aren't  men 
allowed  to  walk  in  their  pajamas? 

Policeman :    Yeh,  of  course. 

Victim:  Well,  I  sleep  in  my  B. 
V.  D.'s. 


"/  Tvas  arrested  -o  quickly  my  breath  rtias 
taken  arvay." 

"Those  prohibition  officers  will  confiscate 
anything." 


OLD  FRUIT 

Los  Angeles'  friend  sent  her  fresh  dates 
To  show  how  great  his  "luf." 

She  wrote  back:  "Chicago  dates 
Are  just  about  fresh  enough!" 


"Gimme  a  marcelling  iron  and  a  bot- 
tle of  carbolic  acid." 

"What  are  you  going  to  do  with 
them?" 

"Gonna  curl  up  and  die." 


Reporter:    What  news?  What  news? 
Juror:     We  find  the  defendant  not 
guilty  of  murder. 

Reporter:     Dammit!     No  noose. 


Visitor  (looking  over  fraternity 
house)  :  Don't  you  know  roller  towels 
are  against  the  law? 

Brother:  Yes,  but  that  one  was  put 
up  before  the  law  was  passed. 


"And  why  do  you  call  him   a  gun 
<rtist?" 
"He's  good  in  the  draw." 


"Jack's  in  jail.  Undoubtedly  he  was 
flooding  himself  with  liquor  again." 

"What  makes  you  think  he  was  un- 
der the  weather?" 

"He  called  me  up  and  asked  me  to 
bail  him  out." 
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"How  was  the  weather  in  Chicago?" 
"Botnby." 


CHICAGO  BLUES 

As  I  leave  my  place  of  business  at  the  closing  of  the  day, 
I  can  hear  machine  guns  popping  and  I  know  there's  Hell  to  pay; 
While  the  bullets  ripping  past  me  seem  to  sing  this  warning  song: 
"Better  beat  it  while  you're  healthy  or  you  won't  stay  healthy  long!" 

Tucked  away  behind  the  billboards  on  a  trash-filled  vacant  lot 
There's  a  murdered  gangster  lying  where  they  pumped  him  full  of  shot, 
And  I  know,  without  the  headlines  stretching  seven  columns  wide, 
That  another  whisky  runner  has  been  taken  for  a  ride. 

When  I  park  my  lowly  flivver  any  place  where  parking's  free, 
It's  a  wrecked  and  ruined  relic  I  find  waiting  there  for  me; 
And  the  cops  are  very  sorry, — "It's  a  racket,"  they  explain, 
And  decline  all  interference  with  superior  disdain. 

When  I  go  a  mile  or  so  too  fast  upon  the  boulevard, 
A  motorcycle  pest  pulls  up  and  starts  in  getting  hard; 
He  calls  me  filthy  names  and  writes  a  slip  for  me  to  pay — 
But  when  there's  murder  going  on  he  looks  the  other  way. 

Oh,  I'm  sick  of  drinking  sterno,  fusel  oil  and  turpentine 
And  of  sneaking  down  an  alley  when  I  want  a  glass  of  wine. 
And  I'm  tired  of  being  slugged  and  robbed  in  every  darkened  street 
While  the  cop  writes  parking  tickets  somewhere  else  upon  the  beat. 

Ship  me  somewhere  from  Chicago  to  a  calm  and  peaceful  vale, 
Where  the  rackets  all  are  tennis  and  the  crooks  are  all  in  jail ; 
Where  there  ain't  no  federal  snoopers  and  the  judges  earn  their  pay! 
Let  me  bandage  up  my  bullet  wounds  and  leave  this  hole  today! 

G.  B. 


SONNY  BOY'S  DIARY 

]!ine  nth — Last  exam.  Sent  my  shirt 
to  the  cleaner. 

]/n7e  12 — Celebrated. 

]une  21st — Regained  my  eyesight. 

June  25th — Got  a  job. 

]une  26th — Mother  went  to  hospital 
with  shock. 

]une  30th — Took  an  aeroplane  ride; 
sent  shirt  to  the  cleaner. 

]uly  4th — Took  a  week-end  trip. 

July  8th — Went  to  church. 

]uly  20th — Came  back  to  town. 

]uly  24thSfftn.t  to  ball  game;  met 
my  boss. 

Jtdy  25th — Went  to  ball  game. 

Aug.  1st — Played  golf. 

Aug.  2nd — Sold  one  dozen  balls. 

Aug.  5th — Bought  dad  a  box  of 
cigars. 

Aug.  6th — Semester  marks  came  in 
mail. 

Aug.   7th — Took  the  cigars  back. 

Aug.   15th — Got  a  job  as  a  bellhop. 

Aug.  22nd — Bought  a  new  car. 

Aug.  30th — Quit  my  job.  Selling 
by  the  case  now. 

Sept.  ij/— Went  out  with  a  Pi  Phi. 

Sept.  2nd — Confined  to  bed  with 
cold  and  exposure. 

Sept.   15th — Discharged     from     hos- 


pital 

Sept. 
vest. 

Sept. 
and  N 


I6th — Bought     a     bullet-proof 

19th — Came   back   to    Chicago 
U.  A.  K. 


"Mother,  I  robbed  a  bank,  killed  two 
garbage  men,  burned  the  public  library, 
and  blew  up  the  cathedral.  Oh,  if  I 
only  was  safe!" 

"John,  look  into  your  mother's  eyes. 
What  have  my  teachings  meant  to  you? 
You've  already  forgotten  the  use  of  the 
subjunctive." 


The  Chicago  Slow  Clubs  have  seen 
their  day.  Now  come  the  Fasting  Clubs 
of  Chicago. 


"'Xr%$(##!!**)'&!"  cheerfully 
greeted  the  two  Yellow  Cab  drivers. 
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"Villain:     Your  life  is  in  my  hands. 

Hero:    Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Villain:  I  say,  your  life  is  in  my 
hands. 

Hero:  Uh!  I  thought  you  said 
"wife." 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


YA  DON'T  SAY? 

("The  spirit  of  art  is  more  aad  more 
entering  into  our  modern  popular  song 
creation."    John  W.  Wideland.) 
I 

CUTENESS 

I'm  blue  for  you, 
That's  why  it's  true 
That  I  love  you,  Baby. 
You're  sweet,  you're  cute. 
You're  sure  some  beaut. 
My  loving,  red-hot  Lady. 
II 

WHAT'D  I  DO? 

Don't  need  socks,  don't  need  shoes. 
In  my  paradise  for  two. 
Just  need  sweetie,  that's  you. 
Don't  ask  why  I'm  so  blue 
Just  was  thinkin'  what  I'd  do 
If  I  lost  you,  my  sweet  sugar. 
Ill 

MY  MOON   MAN 

There's  a  man  in  the  moon 
Lookin'  into  my  room. 
I'm  gonna  fall  in  love  with  him  soon. 
Got  a  date,  can't  be  late. 
If  I  am  he'll  sure  shake 
Me.    But  I  got  what  it  takes 
To  make  my  man  in  the  moon 
Fall  for  me.    That's  IT! 
IV 

MY  GYPSY  GIRL 

For  some  girls  you  forget  so  quick 

Like  you  forget  your  name  when  you're 
sick 

But  others  you  remember  in  June  and 
December 

And  dream  about  all  night. 

For  I'm  just  lookin'  for  a  sweetheart 

A  gypsy  girl  I  can't  forget, 

And  I  know  that  if  I  find  her  some- 
where 

And  ask  her,  she'll  sure  say  Yes. 

C. 


BREACHES  OF  ETIQUETTE 


SHAKESPEARE  CONTEST 


The  ice-cold  papa  meets  a  red  hot  mamma 


(Musical  Accompaniment — "Do  You 
Remember  Street  Alice,  Ben  Bolt?'' ) 
To  the  one  giving  the  most  correct, 
concise  and  unified  answers  to  the  fol- 
lowing questions  concerning  the  late 
Will  Shakespeare's  ladies  will  be 
awarded  a  miniature  gasket  of  pink  coral 
lined  with  armadillo  suede. 
DO  YOU  REMEMBER— 

1.  Juliet's  lipstick? 

2.  Imogen's  mole? 

3.  Titania's  cigarette-case? 

4.  Viola's  bathing-suit? 

5.  Olivia's  reticule? 

6.  Portia's  stump-speech? 

7.  Katherina's  boxing-gloves? 

8.  Desdemona's  pajamas? 

9.  Ophelia's  headache  powders? 

10.  Cressida's  piccolo? 

11.  Venus's  clothes? 

12.  Lucrece's  massage  cream? 


1 3.  Cordelia's  goldfish? 

14.  Goneril's  poison  pen? 

15.  Regan's  virginity? 

16.  Constance's  reticence? 

17.  Miranda's  flapjacks?  "*■ 

18.  Mistress  Ford's  clothes  closet? 

19.  Mistress  Page's  wine  cellar? 

20.  Perdita's  losses? 

21.  Hermione's  wrinkles? 

22.  Lady  Macbeth's  coughdrops? 

23.  Rosalind's  walking-stick? 

24.  Phebe's  demureness? 

25.  Celia's  golf  clubs? 

26.  Julia's  gentleness? 

27.  Calpurnia's  cheese  cake? 

28.  Iris's  pink  chemise? 

29.  Charmian's  night  club? 

30.  Mardian's  powder  puff? 

31.  Cleopatra's  bedtime  stories? 

N.  B.     Be  sure  to  write  all  answers 
in  complete  sentences!  /.  Cook. 
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Summer  has  passed,  but  it  has  left  in 
its  wake  the  faint  scents  of  mountain 
pines  and  of  Chicago  bathing  beaches. 
Again  the  campus  swarms  with  life. 
New  faces  are  seen ;  old  ones  have  been 
painted  up.  And  now,  while  the  leaves 
of  the  check  book  are  falling,  while 
studies  are  calling,  while  students  are 
stalling,  we  dedicate  this  number  of 
The  Purple  Parrot  to  the  freshmen. 


Yoakum — a  name  that  will  inspire 
Purple  Parrot  poets  to  writing  verse, 
and,  we  hope,  a  name  that  will  lead  the 
College  of  Liberal  Arts  to  better  things. 


The  University  building  program  is 
now  beginning  to  be  realized.   Two  new 
wooden  signs  have  been  constructed. 
IS 


Every  freshman  must  wear  his  green 
cap.  It  is  a  time-honored  tradition  at 
Northwestern.  And,  then,  there  must 
be  some  way  of  telling  a  freshman  from 
a  senior. 


Perhaps  you  who  have  been  waylaid 
in  the  subscription  drives  are  wonder- 
ing who  originated  the  saying  that  "the 
woman  pays."  It's  the  woman  who 
preys. 


Of  the  last  five  Purple  Parrot 
editors  only  one  (William  Harrison 
Fetridge)  served  the  entire  year.  Four 
out  of  five  get  it. 


Campus  publications  owe  a  debt  of 
gratitude  to  Professor  Ward  V.  Evans 
who  has  dedicated  five  years  of  brain- 


wracking  work  to  the  Northwestern 
writing  industry.  He  is  now  resting  and 
has  composed  "Electrolysis  of  Grignard 
Reagents"  in  one  of  his  lighter  moments. 

We  wish  to  apologize  to  the  Humane 
Society  for  the  recently  published  pic- 
ture of  the  child  cutting  off  the  cat's 
tail.  No  complaints  about  the  drawing 
depicting  the  amputation  of  the  child's 
head  have  yet  been  received. 

It  is  suggested  that  during  the  cele- 
bration of  the  tenth  anniversary  of  pro- 
hibition an  aspirin  tablet  be  unveiled  in 
front  of  Temperance  temple. 

Northwestern  has  seventeen  letter 
men  back  on  the  football  squad  this 
year.  Seventeen  letters?  CONFER- 
ENCE WINNERS. 


P  U  R  P  L  e  f^  PARROT 


THE  BROKEN  VASE 

A  Fragment 

The  dear  alumni  of  Rho  Rho  had 
been  asked  by  the  active  chapter  to  help 
in  furnishing  their  new  home.  Men 
needed  desks,  and  lamps,  and  chairs.  So 
the  dear  alumni  saw  the  need,  opened 
their  heans  and  their  purses,  and  bought 
a  gigantic  alabaster  vase  to  stand  in  the 
window.  Dear  old  alumni!  So  thought- 
ful! 

And  all  day  long  the  brothers  would 
stand  and  cast  slurring  remarks  and  cig- 
arette stubs  at  the  beautiful  vase.  For 
the  men  needed  desks,  and  lamps,  and 
chairs. 

Saturday  night  came.  The  bathtubs 
had  caved  in.  A  dream — to  bathe  in 
alabaster!  As  they  had  no  shades,  they 
took  the  improvised  tub  from  the  living 
room  to  more  private  regions.  The 
dream  was  realized. 

And  the  semester  drew  to  a  close. 
Every  man  flunked,  for  he  had  no  desk, 
no  lamp,  no  chair. 

And,  as  is  the  custom,  a  representa- 
tive from  the  alumni  appeared  and 
spolded  and  yelled  and  instructed.  He 
talked  and  talked.  After  the  passing 
of  hours,  he  came  to  a  dramatic  close: 

"Let  this  lecture  help  you,  let  it  be  a 
shining  light  to  you — like  alabaster." 

A  shout  and  heavy  breathing  were 
heard  from  the  second  floor.  The  vase 
fell  to  the  living  room  floor  and  broke 
into  enough  pieces  to  provide  alabaster 
for  the  rock  collections  of  every  student 
in  the  university. 

And  from  the  ruins  was  murmured: 

"The  alums  want  to  help  you — we 
are  like — alabaster." 


MODERN  SWAIN  TO  HIS 
AMORETTE 

Our  home  will  be  a  parlorette,  with 
kitchenette  and  dinette  too;  with  laun- 
dryette  as  your  domain,  and  cellarette  to 
hide  my  brew.  And  in  our  parlorette 
we'll  have  a  davenette  of  leatherette;  a 
radiette,  some  booklets,  and  a  ruglet  soft, 
of  heatherette.  There'll  be  a  clocklet  on 
the  shelf,  a  lamplet  on  the  table-ette; 
and  you  shall  play  the  pianette  (if  so 
you  wish  to  label  it) .  We'll  be  a  happy 
couplet,  dear,  with  basket,  flasket,  cabi- 
net; refrigerette  and  bureauette — and 
soon,  I  hope,  a  bassinet. 

C. 


NEWS  SCENTS 

TO  SET  NEW  ENDURANCE 
RECORD — "George  Craig  Stewart  will 
Celebrate  25  Years  in  Evanston."  (Chi- 
cago Tribune,  June  24.) 

APPROPRIATE— "Y  a  n  k  Dentist 
Wins  Paris  Art  Honors."  (Chicago 
Tribune,  June  30.) 

W  A  I  T  I  N  G— "Aid.  Bowler  an- 
nounced last  night  he  will  take  steps 
this  week  to  repeal  the  jay  walking  or- 
dinance that  has  been  holding  pedes- 
trians on  loop  corners  for  the  last  three 
weeks."     (Chicago  Tribune,  June  30.) 

REJUVENATION— "Miss  America 
Overhauled  by  Owner  Gar  Wood." 
(Chicago  Daily  Neivs,  July  30.) 

POOR  JOE— "That  all  of  Joseph 
Andrews  can  be  compressed  into  this 
pocket-size  volume  is  surprising,  but 
there  is  no  evidence  of  elimination  or 
expurgation,  tho  perhaps  a  modern 
reader  may  think  that  there  is  much  that 
might  be."     (Chicago  Post,  August  2.) 

ANOTHER  POLLYANNA— "Dear 
Aunt  Polly:  Could  you  give  us  sugges- 
tions as  to  a  name  for  our  Sunday-school 
class  of  girls  from  the  age  of  fifteen  to 
eighteen?  For  several  years  we  have 
used  the  name  Pollyanna,  and  we  feel 
now  that  we  have  outgrown  it."  {The 
Girl's  Companion,  August  3.) 

UNUSUAL  CANINE— "A  certain 
family  in  Portage  Park  has  recently  suf- 
fered the  loss  of  a  dog  which  grew  up 
from  puppyhood."  {The  Belparker, 
August  29.) 

MORE  ROT — "Two  chestnut  trees, 
planted  by  Frances  Willard,  founder  of 
the  Woman's  Christian  Temperance 
Union,  in  the  yard  of  the  W.  C.  T.  U. 
headquarters  at  Evanston  seventy-one 
years  ago,  have  been  saved  from  dry 
rot."     (Chicago  Tribune,  August  31.) 

THE  COOLIDGES— "Couple  Show- 
ered With  Canned  Goods."  {Daily 
Post-Tribune,  LaSalle,  III.,  September 
18.) 


ANTHROPOID 

Notice:  Yale  has  maintained  an  An- 
thropoid Ape  colony  at  New  Haven  for 
the  last  five  years  and  is  soon  to  enlarge 
the  project  at  its  station  in  Florida. 

"The  Yale  circuit  is  bringing  a  hand- 
picked  group  of  players  to  the  opera 
house." 

"What  kind  of  act  is  it?" 

"A  monkey  act." 

Some  people  stubbornly  oppose  the 
statement  that  "man  has  ascended  from 
an  ape  or  other  lower  form  of  life." 
Studies  made  at  the  Colony  will  prob- 
ably prove  them  right.  Man  must  have 
fl'^'scended. 

Yale's  Anthropoid  Ape  Colony 
Is  one  of  the  nation's  shrines. 

Each  ape  is  glossed  with  culture.     See 
The  wonderful  monkeyshines! 


Formerly  when  recitations  were  given 
with  musical  accompaniment,  tears  were 
brought  to  our  eyes.  Now,  over  the 
radio,  recitations  with  musical  accom- 
paniment bring  advertisements  to  our 
ears. 


Hurrah!  Hurrah!  Tm  a  geologist. 
It's  better  than  being  a  theologist, 
I've  to  break  only  stone — 
Don't  have  to  penetrate  head  bone 
Of  the  dyed-in-the-wool  biologist. 


"Whose  factory  is  it  that's  making  all 
that  terrible  noise?" 

"It's  owned  by  the  philanthropic 
manufacturer  of  the  'Silence  for  Health' 
typewriter." 


Two  men  were  standing  on  a  street 
corner  and  studying  people  as  they 
passed.  "There,"  said  one  of  them,  "is 
Bruce  Stanton,  the  actor,  who  worked 
himself  to  fame.  I  admire  a  man  like 
that."  He  paused  as  Stanton's  Rolls 
rolled  out  of  sight  and  a  ragged  man 
came  into  view.  "Can't  you  tell  the 
difl^erence  between  the  two  men?"  The 
other  man  looked  at  the  ragged  man 
and  replied:  "Yeh,  there's  lots  of  dif- 
ference. This  fellow  only  writes  the 
lines  that  the  other  one  says." 
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Close  the  Rumble  Seat 

Susan  King 

Somewhere  someone  said  that  college  is  as  close  to  a  second 
home  as  one  may  find.  After  six  years  of  residence  in  a  creepy- 
vine  house  which  overlooks  the  tower  of  University  Hall,  I 
think  of  it  as  the  best  substitute  for  a  home.  Maniac  cases  on 
the  third  floor. 

I  came  to  marry  Caesar — not  to  daze  him.  I  planned  to  be 
the  College  Widow.  And  now,  after  six  freshman  classes  have 
wandered  past  that  tower,  where  is  she?  The  College  Widow 
has  gone  haywire.  In  her  demise  returns  a  girl  from  the  edge 
of  an  old  pattern  Grandma  used.  She  is  almost  demure  this 
season. 

No  more  does  the  boyish  figure  revel  in  scanty  tweeds,  lop- 
sided hats,  and  snake-eyed  fliv\'ers.  The  gods,  in  answering 
the  prayer  of  non-slim  legs,  have  thrown  the  ring  to  grace. 
No  more  College  Widow,  but  here's  spice  and  apricot  juice 
to  another. 

Death  came  to  the  arch  rah-rah  some  days  ago.  The  hey-hey 
business  has  been  relegated  to  the  sub-college  group.  Of  any- 
thing loud  or  raucous  one  raises  an  eyebrow  or  two  and  smiles 
— "They  must  be  high  school  pupils." 

In  fact  one  waits  for  the  chance  to  raise  that  eyebrow,  that 
good  slanting  attendant  to  femininity.  Beside  a  coke  or  a  silver 
purse  one  sits  in  sly  contemplation  of  the  fresher  generation. 
Maybe  one  mocks  a  bit  of  a  yawn.  "Aren't  they  charming 
youngsters?"  And  if  you  are  a  man,  in  turning  to  trace  the 
languidly  catty  remark  to  your  own  date,  the  smallest  smile 
blinds  your  intents.  She  is  eight  feet  beyond  your  best  sally, 
but  she  never  lets  you  think  it.  You  fall  in.  This  is  no 
"flapper"  beside  you.  This  is  like  a  new  kitten.  Then,  my 
good  man,  is  when  you  forget  to  listen  for  the  last  warning. 
She  purrs. 

When  she  sees  you  first  trip  over  her  Gordon  V-lines  in  a 
sleep  killing  8  o'clock,  she  looks  at  her  notebook.  Or  she  looks 
past  you  in  prim  response  to  a  professor's  words.  Conscientious. 
She  takes  notes  in  dreamily  interested  indolence.  "She  doesn't 
even  see  this  huge  massamuscle  beside  her,"  think  you.  "They 
still  come  hard-to-get."  So  your  puerile  mind  wanders  on. 
Her  hour's  notes  would  cost  her  a  year's  dating  were  they  pub- 
lished: "Exhibit  A,  Econ.  21.  Two  shaves,  soap  on  the  hair, 
and  a  yard  out  of  the  trousers  cuffs  might  help  him.  Face  is 
cross  between  kangaroo  and  milk  bottle.  Ears  like  bullfrog 
with  same  tendencies  likely. 

"Will  call  next  week.  N.  B.  Old  inflation  gag  about  his 
giving  the  school  its  rep  for  stunning  men  will  work  like  flame. 
Raise  the  pin  in  four  dates  and  a  ride." 

What  about  this  sun  tan  girl  in  her  smooth  management  of 
you  who  stand  by?  She  is  still  a  party  girl.  She  manipulates 
the  stag  line  with  the  same  provocative  pout  and  hand-squeeze. 

But  she  is  hardly  obvious.  She  is  almost  never  obvious.  She 
is  never  maudlin  only  in  the  hope  that  someone  else  will  be 
maudlin.  A  girl  can  throw  her  soul  into  looking  askance  at 
any  other  girl.  Indiscretions  in  another  are  charming.  Like- 
wise discouraging.  Sometimes  I  sit  the  entire  evening  out  be- 
fore anyone  a  tall  left  the  dance  floor  for  the  starry  night  out- 
side *  *  *  Asterisks  in  a  novel  are  wicked.  Run  along.  My 
data  is  only  in  the  nucleus. 

She  may  smoke  because,  as  a  gesture,  it  preserves  one's  aloof- 


ness. She,  however,  refuses  even  a  cocktail  because  enthu- 
siasm, being  a  mood  of  the  past,  is  not  being  aroused.  And, 
oh,  the  blow  that  severs  your  consciousness  is  her  petite,  good- 
night hand-shake.  Your  fade-out  is  pre-arranged.  You  may 
stamp  on  it  and  wrinkle  that  Asbury  hat ;  you  may  tear  up  your 
latest  Finchley  top  coat ;  you  may  suspect  that  her  small,  lately- 
curved-to-a-princess-silhouette  self  is  chortling  at  your  defense- 
lessness,  but  you  will  go  back. 

"There  is  something  almost  demure  about  her,"  will  be  your 
helpless  thought.  The  College  Widow  is  dead,  I  say.  Look 
around  in  your  8  o'clock. 

SPITE 

I  wish  I  had  an  elephant 
A  bronze  or  ivory  elephant, 
A  silver  modeled  elephant. 

With  large  and  flapping  ears ; 
An  elephant  with  lifted  trunk. 
With  strained  and  backward  curving  trunk, 
Loud  blaring — most  bombastic  trunk — 

His  scorn  of  jungle  fears. 

An  elephant  whose  wrinkled  hide, 
Whose  tough  and  dark  complexioned  hide, 
Whose  sturdy  and  dark-grayish  hide 

Announces  his  ambition 
Above  the  savage  state  to  rise. 
Above  the  rule  of  man  to  rise. 
To  studious  realms  of  thought  to  rise 

By  dark-gray  erudition. 

Who'd  scoff  at  modern  poetry — 
Who'd  disapprove  of  poetry 
When  labeled  "free  verse  poetry," 

Who'd  condescend  toward  Poe; 
Espouse  the  Greek  philosophy. 
Denounce  Mencken  philosophy, 
Announce  his  own  philosophy 

As  "Quarter  to  no  foe!" 

I'd  get  him  out  when  life  was  cruel. 
Survey  his  form  with  glances  cruel. 
Ponder  his  thoughts  with  purpose  cruel, 

And  with  a  sneering  breath — well, 
I'd  deal  a  nasty  blow  to  life — 
I'd  even  up  the  score  with  life — ■ 
I'd  shock  the  very  soul  of  life 

By  naming  the  beast  "Ethel!" 

Maxine  Board. 

LET'S  GET  THIS  OVER  WITH! 

She  was  only: 

A  taxidermist's  daughter,  but  she  knew  her  stuff. 
A  gunman's  daughter,  but  what  a  bore! 
An  iceman's  daughter,  but  she  sure  was  hot! 
An  electrician's  daughter,  but  what  a  shock! 
A  boxer's  daughter,  but  she  is  sure  a  knockout! 
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The  employer  who  was  accustomed 
to  take  his  stenographer  out  to  lunch 
forgot  himself  and  walked  into  the  res- 
taurant with  his  dictaphone. 


"Professor,  how  come  you  gave  me  only 
60  for  this  month's  grade?" 

"Oh,  that's  a  gift.  You  paid  all  your 
attention  before  the  first  of  the  month,  so 
I'm  giving  you  a  40  per  cent  discount." 


LOVE  THY  NEIGHBOR 

This  advice  is  for  freshmen  only. 
Fresh  women  don't  need  advice — only 
opportunity;  and  if  upper  classmen  still 
need  advice,  they  are  hopeless  and  hence 
don't  need  it. 

Never  tell  a  strange  coed  she  looks 
familiar.     She  may  be. 

Nothing  is  so  beautiful  as  a  night 
along  the  lake  front — nor  so  cheap. 

Soft  music  and  dim  lights  work  won- 
ders with  a  girl — and  a  pocketbook. 

A  kiss  in  time  saves  many  a  dime. 

Never  hold  a  girl's  hand.  Remember, 
the  folks  at  home  expect  more  of  you. 

A  sure  sign  of  success  is  to  come  home 
with  a  sorority  pin. 

Gin  will  take  the  veneer  off  anything 
— even  a  sorority  girl. 

?.  K. 


Mrs.    Belmont-VanDuser    discovered 
that  she  would  never  become  historical. 
So  she  took  second  choice  and  became 
hysterical. 
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"I  think  my  son  is  going  to  be  a  pro- 
fessional story  writer." 

"What  makes  you  think  that.'" 
"He  certainly  knows  how  to  write  for 
money." 

Patsy;  You  know,  if  I  should  be  re- 
incarnated I'd  like  to  be  a  cow. 

Catsy:  Yeh?  And  I'd  like  to  be  a 
butcher. 


"Grace  married  a  butcher." 
"How  romantic!" 

"Yeh,  she  went  to  buy  some  bacon  and 
came  home  with  a  ham." 


Curio  collector  eating  in  a  Greek  res- 
taurant: "Glory  be!  At  last  I  found 
the  wooden  horse." 


"Say,  Bill — my  girl  said  I  was — " 
"The  idea!     Of  course  you're  not.' 


"Did  you  see  the  new  Rolls  at  the 
auto  show?" 

"No,  I  didn't  stay  for  lunch." 


A  glance, 

A  dance, 

A  throb  within, 

A  sigh. 

Goodbye, 

Fraternity  pin. 


W.  H. 


No,  Geraldine,  Mrs.  Gann  has  not 
had  her  pictures  on  the  postage  stamps. 
It  is  someone  else  on  the  bicycle. 


OWED  TO  A  ROOM  MATE 

Shadows  are  falling  now 

On  my  heart,  sorrow  of  sorrow. 
How  can  I  ever  pay  my  board 

Tomorrow?    Tomorrow? 

Dawn  will  not  come  for  me; 

My  dreams  are  evermore  askew. 
Where  is  the  wherewithal  for  craps? 

I'll  ask  you!     I'll  ask  you! 


Talkative  women  suffer  in  silence. 


If  Pi  Phi  pledged  a  pack  of  petting 
peppers,  how  many  pets  from  petting 
peppers  would  Peter  Phi-Pi  pick? 


BITTERSWEET 

Her  picture  on  the  dresser 

Smiles  at  me. 
I  could  love  her  and  caress  her 

Tenderly. 
When  I  kiss  the  picture's  corner  where 
it  says 

"With  All  My  Love," 
I  think  of  cozy  places  and  a  moon 

To  shine  above 
And  I  wish  that  she  were  not  so  far 
away! 

Her  face  is  soft  and  gentle. 

She's  a  child 
With  dreamy  eyes  that  set  me 

Nearly  wild, 
A  cunning  little  nose  tipped  just  the  way . 

It  ought  to  go 
And  a  dimple  playing  near  her  tempting 

Cupid's  bow. 
Oh,   I  wish  that  she  were  not  so  far 
away! 

Faithfully  she  writes  a  letter 

Every  day 
And  there's  love  in  every  word 

She  has  to  say. 
But,  my  affection  and  devotion  are  all 
useless 
For,  you  see, 
It's  my  roommate's  girl  I'm  talking  of 
who's 
Smiling  up  at  me — 
It's  lucky  that  she  is  so  far  away! 

Miriam  Whitehead. 


^^^^msmm^^^^^^ 


"Operator!  Operator!  I've  been   cut   off!" 
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"Mr.  Old  Gold  is  killed." 
"Who's  suspected?" 
"The  Smith  Brothers." 


THE  MORNING  AFTER 

The  story  of  Cleopatra  lying  upon  the 
davenport  and  shouting  "Asp!  Asp!"  has 
been  horribly  misconstrued,  not,  as  sup- 
posed, by  the  police,  but  by  her  publicity 
agent. 

It  seems  that  Webster's  dictionary  had 
been  obsolete  for  quite  a  spell  and  had 
been  crushed  to  pave  the  roads. 

So  pity  Cleopatra!  Pity  the  publicity 
agent!  He  knew  not  how  to  spell.  He 
was  still  on  the  first  syllable  when  he 
died  of  old  age  and  the  world  never 
knew  that  the  Serpent  of  Niles  Center 
was  merely  aching  for  her  aspirin. 


THPITTING 

I  learned  to  thpit  when  I  wath  quite 
young.  I  can  thpit  thpirals  an'  I  can 
thpit  curlth.  'Mosth  every  one  thinkth 
I'th  a  pretty  thmart  little  girl.  The 
other  day  there  wath  a  gentleman  that 
walked  path  our  houth.  I  thtuck  my 
head  out  the  window  and  thaid,  'Thay, 
Misther,  wanna  thee  me  thpit?"  He 
looked  up  and  thmiled,  tho'  I  began  to 
thpit.  Firth  I  thpit  thpirals,  'n'  then  I 
thpit  curlth.  The  gentleman  thmiled, 
for  he  wath  more  pleathed  than  he  was 
thurprithed. 

Afther  a  while  another  gentleman 
came  along.  I  thtuck  my  head  out  the 
window  and  thaid,  "Thay,  Misther, 
wanna  thee  me  thpit.'"  He  looked  up 
at  me.  Tho  I  began  to  thpit.  Firth 
I  thpit  thpirals  and  then  I  thpit  curlth. 
The  gentleman  wath  more  pleathed  than 
he  wath  thurprithed.  He  took  off  his 
hat  and  I  thpit  a  thpiral  right  into  it. 
The  gentleman  wath  more  thurprithed 
than  he  wath  pleathed. 

M.  F. 


'What  are  the  Three  Graces?' 
'Breakfast,  lunch,  and  dinner.' 


Poor  little  piggies, 

Looking  in  our  eyes! 
Johnnie,  get  the  carpenter 

To  cure  their  inflamed  sties. 

X". 


"Who  invented  the  cotton  gin?" 
"Gordon." 


"I'm  crying  'cause  my  dog  ran  home." 

"Where  is  that?" 

"That's  what  I  want  to  know." 


HORSE'S  NECK 

Of  Lebanon  and  Samarkand 

I  musically  scream. 
Still  hoping  that  some  kindly  gent 

Will  tell  me  what  they  mean. 

I  never  play  with  bigger  boys; 

My  mamma,  she  won't  let  me — 
I'm  sure  I  have  the  Limehouse  Blues: 

I  want  a  Deke  to  pet  me. 

I  have  not  been  to  college  long. 
You'd  know  that  by  my  socks — 

The  color  of  the  socking 
Is  the  color  of  the  clocks. 

I'm  disillusioned  about  men, 

I  hate  the  course  of  study: 
Another  lunch  of  beans,  my  dear, 

And  this  town  will  be  bloody. 

I  wanted  once  a  feather  fan — 

Ten  years  ago,  because 
I  knew  that  with  a  fan  like  that 

I'd  know  what  living  was. 

And  now  I  want  a  truthful  man, 

They're  really  very  rare; 
You  catch  them  with  the  muzzle  off 

And  teach  them  how  to  care. 

I  had*  a  little  lesson  once, 

I  studied  so  I'd  know — 
But  as  our  friend  is  wont  to  say, 

"The  whistle  wouldn't  blow." 

The  leader  of  the  orchestra 

Takes  pains  about  his  clothes. 
And  any  man  would  die  to  learn 
The  things  he  thinks  he  knows. 

Maxine  Boord. 
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THE  RETURN  OF  PHOEBE 

In  Two  Paris 
A  Russian  Tragedy 

It  was  the  day  after  Sunday  in  Pritzol- 
ovitch,  Russia.  It  was  so  cold  that  the 
pigs  had  to  sleep  in  the  parlor  to  keep 
the  rugs  from  rolling  up. 

Peter  Pryzmylovitch  paced  to  and  fro 
across  his  wife's  cedar  chest  muttering 
to  himself.  General  Motors  had  just 
gone  down  two  points,  his  mother-in- 
law  had  dropped  in  to  spend  the  winter, 
and  the  plumbers  were  out  on  strike. 

The  wind  howled  with  glee  as  it  blew 
the  canary  birds  down  the  chimney. 
Everywhere  was  chaos.  Even  grandma 
couldn't  find  her  liver  pills.  Out  of  the 
night  came  a  cry  of  anguish.  Peter  put 
down  the  alarm  clock  and  waited. 
"Damn  these  Dri  Delts,"  he  said. 
Again  came  the  cry.  Then  a  dull  thud 
on  the  screen  door  and  then  quiet — 
deathly  silence. 

The  pigs  groaned  and  the  goldfish 
tittered,  but  Peter  heard  nothing  but  the 
bullfrogs  under  the  sink.  He  crept 
stealthily  to  the  door  and  listened. 
"More  silence,"  said  Peter.  With  his 
hand  on  his  slingshot  he  yanked  open 
the  door.  A  sweet  little  girl  fell  into 
the  room  and  spilled  the  spittoon. 

"My  daughter,"  cried  Peter  with  re- 
morseful glee. 

"My  father,"  cried  little  Phoebe.  A 
street  car  transfer  dropped  from  her 
little  fingers  as  she  said,  "I  have  been  a 
wicked  girl,  father.  Forgive  me!  Take 
me  back!" 

With  murder  in  his  eye,  Peter  said 
sweetly,  "Where  is  your  Rolls-Royce?" 

"I  have  none,"  said  little  Phoebe. 

"What,  no  Rolls-Royce?  "  said  Peter. 
"A  disgrace!"  And  he  kicked  her  back 
in  the  snow. 

A.  K. 


"Come  into  my  mit," 

Said  the  spider  to  the  fly. 

"You  thought  you'd  be  a  home  run, 

But  you  didn't  quite  get  by." 


"We  must  have  freedom  of  speech,' 
yelled  the  tongue-tied  orator. 


THE  SLEEK  IN  THE  DYCHE 


The  girl  on  the  eighteen-day  diet  was 
so  hungry  she  drove  out  into  the  coun- 
try to  eat  somebody  else's  dust. 
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FISH  PREFERRED 

P.  G.  Wodehouse 

(Doubleday,   Doian  &  Company) 

"The  instinct  that  warns  all  good 
Englishmen  when  tea  is  ready  imme- 
diately began  to  perform  its  silent  duty. 
Even  as  Thomas  set  gate-leg  table  to 
earth  there  appeared,  as  if  answering  a 
cue,  an  elderly  gentleman  in  stained 
tweeds  and  a  hat  he  should  have  been 
ashamed  of:  Clarence,  ninth  Earl  of 
Emsworth,  in  person.  .  .  . 

"Tea?" 

"Yes,  your  lordship." 

"Oh?"  said  Lord  Emsworth.  "Ah? 
Tea,  eh?  Tea?  Yes.  Tea.  Quite  so. 
To  be  sure,  tea.     Capital." 

One  gathered  from  his  remarks  that 
he  realized  that  the  tea  hour  had  arrived 
and  was  glad  of  it.     {Fish  Preferred.) 

We  shudder  to  think  of  the  dark  and 
joyless  existence  which  must  be  the  lot 
of  those  miserable  beings  who  have 
never  read  P.  G.  Wodehouse,  or  who 
fail  to  appreciate  the  idiotic  heights  to 
which  his  humor  ascends.  In  fact,  it  is 
our  opinion  that  in  these  days  of  psycho- 
analytical biographies  and  fiction  which, 
even  facetiously,  can  seldom  be  termed 
"light,"  P.  G.  Wodehouse  is  our  only 
real  humorist. 

The  plot,  as  is  usual  with  this  author, 
is  unimportant.  Delightfully  stupid 
people  ramble  through  the  pages,  while 
a  series  of  ridiculous  events  serves  as 
reason  for  their  presence  and  background 
for  their  personalities.  It  seems  hardly 
necessary  to  describe  the  almost  non- 
existent aaion  of  the  tale,  and  you  may 
ignore  the  hero  and  heroine,  as  we  did ; 
but  for  the  sake  of  an  enjoyable  evening, 
do  not  fail  to  become  acquainted  with 
those  charming  people — Millicent,  who 
"looked  like  something  that  might  have 
occurred  to  Ibsen  In  one  of  his  less  friv- 
olous moments,"  and  the  Hon.  Galahad 
Threepwood,  whom  "a  thoroughly  mis- 
spent life  had  left,  contrary  to  the  most 
elementary  justice,  in  what  appeared  to 
be  perfea,  even  exuberantly  perfect, 
physical  condition."     Josephine  O'Brien 


KRISTIN  LAVRANSDATTER 

Sigrid  Undset 

Translated  by  Charles  Archer 

(Alfred  A.  Knopf) 

Sigrid  Undset,  the  daughter  of  a 
famous  Norwegian  archeologist,  has 
gained  success  through  her  unusual  abil- 
ity to  transform  archeological  facts  into 
strong  realistic  novels.  The  result  is  this 
trilogy  of  three  complete  stories,  written 
almost  in  the  traditional  style  of  the 
author's  native  sagas. 

Kristin  Larransdatter  is  full  of  an- 
cient folklore,  from  old  marriage  cus- 
toms, and  punishments  for  traitors, 
down  to  the  practices  of  leech-wives.  It 
gives  a  colorful  picture  of  the  whole  life 
of  the  Vikings,  their  homes,  wives,  chil- 
dren, religion,  kings,  and  government. 
It  is  purely  fourteenth  century  in  story 
and  setting,  and  yet  it  is  for  all  time — 
and  in  that  curious  fact  lies  its  impor- 
tance. It  is  interesting  not  only  for  the 
folklore,  but  for  the  fascinating  chron- 
icle of  Kristin's  own  life-experience. 
Her  story  shows  the  results  of  the  flow- 
ing of  time,  and  the  influence  of  cling- 
ing memories.  It  is  real  because  Time 
and  Change  are  recognized  by  the  author 
as  essential  in  life.  Dreamy-eyed  daugh- 
ters become  dutiful  mothers;  romping 
boys  become  smrdy  noblemen ;  powerful 
characters  grow,  love,  sin,  repent,  give, 
and  die  in  the  thousand  pages  of  three 
novels. 

The  story  of  Kristin  Lavransdatter  is 
heavy   but   grippins;,    long — almost   te- 
dious— but  enchanting  and  powerful, 
i-.  P.  M. 


THE  DARK  JOURNEY 

Julian  Green 
(Prize  Novel.  Harper  and  Brothers) 

Julian  Green  is  considered  an  Amer- 
ican writer  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  he 
has  done  all  of  his  writing  in  French 
and  then  translated  into  English. 

In  his  last  novel.  The  Dark  Journey, 
he  has  quite  conscientiously  taken  a 
group  of  hopelessly  mediocre  characters, 
and  stripped  them  of  their  provincial 


decency,  providing  them  with  misery 
which  they  did  not  understand,  and  with 
which  they  were  unable  to  cope.  He 
has  given  them  lives  so  sordid,  and  so 
melancholy  that  a  most  remote  happiness 
is  an  impossibility. 

The  author  takes  these  people  from 
their  nonentity,  from  the  brink  of  their 
decadence,  and  hurls  them  into  the  great 
abyss  of  utter  chaos.  He  has  used  no 
mercy,  and  has  torn  them  asunder 
brutally  and  almost  detachedly.  One 
can  imagine  that  he  enjoys  his  task,  and 
would  like  to  have  the  same  power  in 
real  life.  It  is  a  magnificent  gesture 
against  futility.  It  is  morbid.  It  is  ab- 
sorbing. His  character  work  is  perfect, 
flawless. 

The  careful  plan  is  obvious,  but  in  all 
probability  there  will  be  a  great  con- 
troversy as  to  whether  the  book  is  a  real 
novel,  or  merely  a  group  of  character 
sketches.  It  is  a  true  tragedy.  The 
writing  is  free,  and  the  detail  is  sincere 
and  concise.  Julian  Green  has  taken  us 
on  a  brief  side  trip  on  The  Dark  Jour- 
ney— Life. 

Earle  Aiullin. 


EVANGELICAL  COCKROACH 

Jack  Woodford 
(Louis  Carrier) 

Here  is  a  group  of  short  stories  that 
should  attract  the  college  sophisticate. 
Mr.  Woodford,  a  young  Chicagoan,  has 
placed  within  his  book  a  rather  remark- 
able collection  of  his  own  stories,  which 
he  tells  us  in  his  foreword  "no  editor 
would  dare  print."  Perhaps  not,  to  their 
disadvantage.  For  his  style  is  such  as 
rnay  be  commended  to  even  those  who 
daily  feed  upon  Cabell  or  our  friend. 
Mister  Mencken.  His  characters  stand 
forth  with  delightful  sophistication,  and 
beam  through  the  entire  collection  to 
our  happiness,  ah,  yes,  and  sometimes 
to-  our  discomfort.  And  no  wonder. 
With  drastic  pen,  Mr.  Woodford  takes 
our  vices,  unfurls  them,  laughs  at  them, 
flaunts  them  before  us,  then  leaves  us 
to  collect  our  opinions  of  ourselves  that 
we  may  once  more  live  with  our  con- 
science. 

It  is  a  good  book,  one  which  I  know 
you  will  be  pleased  to  sit  with  for  an 
evening,  munch  upon,  before  devouring 
with  wholesome  appetite. 

W.  H.  Fetridge. 
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SOME    OTHER    NIGHT,    PERHAPS 

"Would  you  care  to  be  a  stag  at  our 
formal?" 

"Thanks,  no;  I  don't  care  much  for 
costume  affairs." 

Coltnnns. 


There's  a  story  circulating  about 
Providence  of  the  Brown  senior  who 
took  a  bath  and  found  two  shirts  he'd 
lost  in  his  freshman  year. 

Dartmouth  ]a.ck-o' -Lantern. 


A  certain  professor  once  gave  out  the 
following  hint  to  students: 

If  you  can't  get  your  lesson  in  one 
hour,  take  two.  If  you  can't  get  it  in 
two,  take  three.  If  three  is  not  suffi- 
cient, take  cyanide. 

Kitty  Kat. 


Waitress:    Have  you  a  napkin,  sir.' 

Diner    (who  has  been  waiting  and 

waiting) :      Yes,   but   I   would   like   to 

have  another.     I  had  all  of  the  starch 

chewed  out  of  the  first  one  an  hour  ago. 

The  Pitt  Panther. 


"I'm  all  in,"  said  the  fat  lady  as  she 
squeezed  into  the  street  car. 

D. 


He:     I'm  in  love  with  the  most  ador- 
able girl,  but  she  is  terribly  conceited. 

She:     How   dare  you  call   me  con- 
ceited! 

Yellow  Jacket. 


They  were  talking  about  modern  mu- 
sic and  dancing. 

"I  don't  like  dancing  to  jazz,"  said 
the  girl.  "It's  nothing  but  hugging  set 
to  music." 

"Well,"  asked  the  man,  "what  is 
there  about  that  to  which  you  object?" 

"The  music,"  she  said. 

Tit-Bits. 


WHO  KNOWS? 

What  would  a  Sigma  Chi  do  with  a 
brunette  sweetheart? 

PaiJther. 
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Masc :    I  can  spot  a  Finchley  tie  every 
time. 

Fem:     Try  using  a  bib. 

Lampoon. 


Professor  to  Student:  Is  this  the  first 
time  you  have  been  to  class? 

Student:  No,  sir;  I  just  got  a  hair- 
cut. You  remember  Jones,  don't  you? 
Aggrievator. 


Traffic  Cop:  Use  your  noodle,  lady! 
Use  your  noodle! 

Lady:  My  goodness,  where  is  it? 
I've  pushed  and  pulled  everything  in  the 
car. 

Lion. 


He   (sitting  on  sofa)  :     What's  this 
under  the  pillow? 

She:    Under  where? 

He:     I  beg  your  pardon.     Your  slip, 
my  mistake. 

Stone  Mill. 


"DON'T  GET  FOOLED" 
Tough  (noticing  a  small  sack  in  his 
cup)  :    What  in  h — 11  does  that  waitress 
mean  by  putting  this  Bull  Durham  in 

my  tea? 

Pennsylvania  Punch  Bowl. 


You  never  can  tell.     Dempsey's  fa- 
vorite song  may  be  "Tunney  Boy." 

Lyre. 

Paul  Revere   (shouting  at  window)  : 
Husband  at  home? 

Lady:     Yes. 

P.  R.:    Tell  him  the  British  are  com- 
ing. 

P.  R.  (shouting  at  another  window)  : 
Husband  at  home? 

Lady:    Yes. 

P.  R. :    Tell  him  the  British  are  com- 
ing. 

P.  R.  (shouting  at  another  window)  : 
Husband  at  home? 

Lady:     No! 

P.  R.   (dismounting)  :     To  hell  with 
the  British. 

Sniper. 


Mother:  Mr.  Johnson  would  like 
some  cheese.    Go  and  fetch  it.  Junior. 

Junior:  Aw!  I  caught  my  finger  in 
the  trap  last  time. 

Pup. 

"What  is  the  matter  with  Jack?  I 
saw  him  swearing  and  running  into  a 
cigar  store." 

"Oh,  he  was  probably  having  one  of 
his  lighter  moments." 

Widow. 


THE  LITERAL  STUDENT 
Campus  Cop:    Hey,  you  can't  smoke 
in  here. 

Student:     I'm  not  smoking. 
Campus  Cop:     Well,   you've  got  a 
cigarette  in  your  mouth. 

Student:      Yeah,   you  got  pants  on, 
but  you're  not  panting. 

Reserve  Red  Cat. 


Harried   Student:      Give  me  a  slick 

sliced  seese  chandwich,  I  mean  a  slick 

sliced  siezed  sandwich,  I  mean  a  theesed 

sich  chick — oh,  don't  give  me  anything! 

Harvard  Lampoon. 


Head  Librarian:  Young  man,  we 
are  about  to  close  the  desk.  Is  there 
anything  you  would  like  to  take  out? 

Student:  Well,  yes — how  about  the 
tall  one  in  the  tan  dress? 

Juggler. 


"Hell,  no!"  she  replied  in  a  charm- 
ingly well-modulated  voice. 

Southern  California  Wampus. 

"Why  does  the  house-mother  call 
Dottie  'Umbrella'?" 

"Well,  when  somebody  takes  her  out 
she  never  knows  when  they  will  bring 
her  back." 

D. 


"The  young  bride  certainly  does  wor- 
ship her  husband,  doesn't  she?" 

"Yes;  she  places  burnt  offerings  be- 
fore him  three  times  a  day." 

Mink. 
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off  the  tee  itW^ISTANCE/ 


. .  In  a  cigarette  it's 


Promises  fill  no  sack". .  .  it  is  not  words, 
but  taste,  that  makes  you  enjoy  a  cigarette. 

But  you're  entitled  to  all  the  fragrance  and 
flavor  that  fine  tobaccos  can  give;  don't  be 
content  with  less.  You  can  expect  better  taste, 
richer  aroma,  from  Chesterfields  —  because  in 
making  them,  we  put  taste  first  — 

"TASTE  above  everything 


aste/ 


MILD ...  and  yet 
THEY  SATISFY 


hesterfield 

FINE  TURKISH  end  DOMESTIC  tobaccos,  not  only  BLENDED  but  CROSS-BLENDED 


1 1929.  LiccBTT  &  Myers  Tobacco  Col 
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ycuc  sucES 


Kotz  does  not  put  a  higher  price  on  his  shoes  at 
one  time  of  the  year,  planning  a  lower  price  later. 

Kotz'  policy  features  one  low  price  always. 

Fall  Styles  Are  Here— For  MEN  and  WOMEN 

ALL        fr    /— ;       WORTH 

ONE        ^  rm       MUCH 

PRICE!  \W     MORE! 

HOSIERY  SPECIALS 

rCTZ  XUCE  /T€CE/ 

619  Davis   Street 
Open   Salurday  Vntil  10  P.  M. 


Go  U  Northwestern!!! 


For  a  Hair  Cut 
That's  RIGHT 

Bill  Mills 
Campus  Barber  Shop 


I8Z0  Sherman  Avenue 


Opposite  Willard  Hall 


(Co}itinued  from  page  10) 

"Yes,"  she  retorted  acidly,  "close  to  fooling  me.  It's  for- 
tunate I  found  out  you  were  nothing  but  a  big  fake." 

"In  that  case,"  he  remarked  pleasantly,  "we  are  both  on  to 
each  other.  We  ought  to  get  along  beautifully  in  the  future." 
He  slipped  his  arm  around  her  tentatively.  He  was  hateful, 
but  he  was  irresistible. 

npHEY  drove  on,  out  along  the  lake.  For  some  time,  he 
-"-  clung  tenaciously  to  the  wheel  with  his  left  hand.  And 
then  the  recollection  suddenly  traversed  his  subconscious  mind 
that  one  of  the  fundamental  tenets  of  his  philosophy  was  that 
a  man  cannot  do  more  than  one  thing  well  at  a  time.  He 
parked  the  car. 


"What  do  you  mean  Jones  was  a  ham 
actor  during  the  summer  vacation?" 

"Sure,  he  had  a  trained  pig  act  on 
the  Orpheum  Circuit." 


TRIOLET 

When  she  eyed  me  askance, 
Was  she  angry?    Oh,  no! 

That  night  at  the  dance, 

When  she  eyed  me  askance, 

1  kneiv  at  a  glance 

She  did  not  mean  it  so — 

She  eyed  me  askatrce — 

But  she's  cross-eyed,  you  know. 


When  trouble  comes  your  way,  gin 
and  bear  it. 


OtandLer's 


ii 


El-VA-NJ    STOiSI 


i 


Extend  You  a  Hearty  Welcome 

Now  that  school  is  under  way  we  hope  you  are 
getting  acclimated  to  your  new  surroundings. 
We're  glad  to  see  you  back  and  invite  you  to 
visit  us  often. 

A  Bigger  and  Better  Year 

Let  us  help  you  make  this  year  the  most  enjoy- 
able and  profitable  one  on  record,  at  the  same 
time  promoting  a  Greater  Northwestern. 


Two  Stores 


I  567  Sherman  Avenue 
Gift  Shop 


630  Davis  Street 
School  Supplies 
Sporting  Goods  Book  Nook 

Telephone  For  All  Depts.  —  Greenleaf  7200 
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Stage  Manager:     Can  you  dance? 

Applicant:    No,  sir. 

Stage  Manager:     Can  you  sing? 

Applicant:    No,  sir. 

Stage  Manager:  Do  you  do  a  mono- 
logue or  specialty? 

Applicant:    No,  sir. 

Stage  Manager:  Then  what  in  h — 11 
did  you  come  here  for? 

Applicant:     My  looks. 

Stage  Manager:  Well,  you  can  hunt 
around  for  them  a  while,  but  I  don't 
think  you'll  find  them  here. 

Pennsyhania  Punch  Boui. 


Patient:     I  am  continually  dreaming 
of  girls  running  around  in  chemises. 

Psychoanalyst:     Ah!     Slips  that  pass 
in  the  night! 

Virginia  Reel. 


YEAH? 
"I  see  where  an  eminent  card  player 
just  got  twin  babies." 

"Yes,  his  partner  doubled  his  bid." 

Cornell  Widow. 


"Why  did  you  give  up  taking  organ 
lessons?" 

"I  felt  so  blooming  foolish  playing 
with  my  feet." 

Lord  Jeff. 


For  the 

Football  Games 

HART  SCHAFFNER  &  MARX 

Camel's  Hair  Topcoats 


$ 


45 


100%  Camel's  Hair  and  Guaranteed 
Authentic  University  Models 


MacFARLANDS 


INCORPORATED 


CHURCH  and   SHERMAN 


otor  to  ^ 


Miraiago  Dansant  is  the  rendezvous  For  N.U. 

After  on-campus  games  and  parties,  students,  alumni,  visiting  teams  and  schools 
make  merry  with  Dell  Coon  (N.U.  '23)  and  the  Miralago  Orchestra.  You  will 
find  your  own  fine  crowd  at  Miralago,  where  you  dance  with  the  discriminating. 

Motor  to  Miraiaso,  or  take  "L"  north  to  Linden  with 
taxi  at  25c  the  Couple  to  Miralajo 

OVER    THE    LAKE    IN    NO    MAN'S    LAND  ^^^ 

On  Sheridan  Road  between  Wilmette   and   Kenilworth  ^^^S~~ 

Phone  WILMETTE  4636  '^ 
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After  the  Theatre 

DINE  and  DANCE 

To  Your  Heart's  Content 

BEACH  VIEW 
GARDEN 

Wilson  at  Clarendon 

ON  THE  LAKE 

DAN  RUSSO  and  his  ORIOLES 

Britfjswick  Recording  Orchestra 
Broadcastirig  over   JV I B  0 

October  9  at  7  p.  m.  and  nightly  thereafter 
NO  ADVANCE  IN  PRICES 


Delicious  d'Hote  Dinner  served 
from   5  to  9  P.  M.  week  day 


t  $1.00 


Also  a  la  Carte  Service 
Special  Sunday  Dinner,  Si. 50 

Phones  L°"g'''.^fh  1974 
hunnyside   7515 

HONE  VVU,  Manager  No  Cover  Charge  at  any  time 


WELCOME 

To  The  Freshmen 

And  All  Former  Readers 
of  the 

Purple  Parrot 

WE'RE  MIGHTY  GLAD 
TO  SEE   YOU 


E.  S.  EHMEN 

Good  Apparel  for  University  Men 

1716  SHERMAN  AVE. 

2  Doors  North  of  Varsity  Theatre 


GEOLOWOCKY 

'Twas  chinook,  and  the  valley  train 
Did  gorge  and  striate  in  the  rift; 
All  esker  was  the  peneplain, 
And  the  karst-floods  that  drift. 

"Beware  the  Equinox,  my  son, 

The  loess  that  bites,  the  dunes  that  floe; 

Beware  the  igneous  isogon 

And  the  cyclonic  low." 

He  took  his  ox-bow  blade  in  hand ; 
Long  time  the  drumlin  foe  he  sought — 
Then  rested  on  the  coral  sand 
In  estuary  thought. 

And  as  in  glacial  thought  he  stood 
The  Equinox,  with  eyes  of  flame 
Kame  Foening  from  the  contour  wood 
And  nimbussed  as  it  kame! 

"Monsoon!     Monsoon!"     And  past  the  moon 
The  ox-bow  sword  did  rift  and  crack. 
He  left  it  dead,  and  with  its  head 
Went  lithosphering  back. 

"You've  isobarred  the  Equinox! 
Cirque  to  my  arms,  my  piedmont  boy! 
Monadnock  vein!    Moraine!    Moraine!" 
He  petrified  in  joy. 

'Twas  chinook,  and  the  valley  train 
Did  gorge  and  striate  in  the  rift ; 
All  esker  was  the  peneplain, 
And  the  karst-floods  that  drift. 

Paul  Cidp. 


Hap:     I  feel  a  lethargy  creeping  over 
me. 

Hazard :     I  kill  them  with  fumigating 
powder. 

Pup. 


Most  men  call  a  spade  a  spade — until 
they  drop  one  on  their  toes. 

West  Point  Pointer. 


EVANSTON  CAKE  SHOP 

STEVENS  &  BLYSTAD 
HOME  MADE 

Breads,  Cakes,  Pies,  and  Salads 

SPECIAL    ORDERS   FOR   PARTIES 


1729  Sherman  Avenue,  Evans  ton,  Illinois 
Phone  University  5738 
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One  Taste  Calls 
for  Another! 


OHNLEY'S 

(  Pronounced  Ah-n-lees  ) 

Home-made  Candies 


You  cannot  find  a  better 
candy  .  .  .  and  so  low 
priced  for  the  quality 


7 1 5  Sherman  Avenue 

Greenleaf  7417 


We  cater  to  student  patronage 


THE  EYE  IS  FIRST 
IN  IMPRESSIVENESS 

CyNE  never  wishes  his  glasses  to  attract 
more  attention  than  his  eyes.  That  is  why 
so  many  men  and  women  have  discarded 
heavy  shell  rimmed  glasses  for  the  rimless 
type.  Favored  stvles  are  the  Puritan,  Colo- 
nial, Oval  and  Leaf  shape,  but  the  Puritan 
is  usuallv  preferred. 

Aimer  Coe  &  Company 

Scientific  Opticians 
1645  Orrington  Avenue 

Orrington  at  Church  Street 


Hold-up  Man:  Your  money  or  your 
life. 

Eddie  Cantor:  Here  is  my  autobiog- 
raphy, one  volume,  two  dollars  at  any 
bookstore. 

Columns. 


First   Human   Being:      He   put  blue 
vitriol  in  her  coffee. 

Second  Human  Being:   Yes,  isn't  that 
killing. 

Frifol. 


A  hunter  was  showing  off  his  collec- 
tion of  trophies  to  a  group  of  visitors. 
He  was  rapturously  explaining  how  he 
acquired  the  various  exhibits. 

"See  that  elephant,"  he  said.  "I  shot 
it  in  my  pajamas." 

"My  Gawd,"  murmured  the  flapper, 
"how  did  it  get  there.-*" 

Jack   o'Lanlern. 


Brick:     Why  does  a  woman  shut  her 
eyes  when  you  kiss  her? 

Brack:     'Cause  she  hates  to  see  you 
make  a  fool  of  yourself. 

Red  Cat. 


French  Prof:  I  call  my  7:45  French 
class  the  Pullman  class — three  sleepers, 
and  an  observation  section. 

Latin   Prof:      Very   apt.      I   call   my 
8:45  Cicero  class  the  pony  express. 
Witt. 


Indignant  Mother:     Rubber! 

Englishman  (staring  at  homely  baby 
in  fascinated  horror)  :  Thank  Gawd! 
I  fawncied  it  might  be  real! 

Yale  Record. 


ITAPPELMAISJ 

^jOB    PRINTER-- ^^ 


PRINTER  TO   THE   PURPLE 
FOR  THIRTY-THREE  YEARS 

Telephone  Ufiiversity  O/jj 
S06  POST  OFFICE  PLACE     -:-     EVANSTON 
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"I'd  like  to  see  the  doctor,  please," 
said  the  young  man  briskly  to  the  Uni- 
versity physician's  pretty  secretary. 

"All  righty,"  the  beautiful  one  re- 
plied. "Just  step  into  the  little  room  to 
the  right,  and  undress." 

"Undress?  What  for?"  cried  the 
youth  in  amazement. 

"Sorry,  but  the  doctor  has  made  it  an 
absolute  rule  to  see  no  one  unless  he 
removes  all  clothing."  She  smiled 
sweetly  but  firmly. 

"Well,"  the  young  man  sighed  re- 
signedly, "if  that's  the  case,  here  goes." 
And  he  walked  into  the  next  room  and 
undressed  behind  a  screen.  A  few  min- 
utes later  the  doctor's  voice  called  to  him 
to  come  into  his  office,  so  in  he  strolled, 
nude  as  the  day  he  was  born. 

"Well,"  said  the  doctor  gruffly, 
"what's  the  matter  with  you?" 

"Not  a  thing,  sir,"  the  should-be  pa- 
tient answered.  "I  just  wanted  to  sell 
you  a  subscription  to  Physical  Culture." 
George  W'^ashington  Ghost. 


Sasiper:     Are  you  a  good  girl  or  a 
bad  girl  when  you  are  on  a  date? 
Ella:     Well!     I  don't  No. 

Lampoon. 


He:      There   is   something   dove-like 
about  you. 

She:     What  is  it?     Please  tell  me! 
He:    You're  a  little  pigeon-toed. 
Puppet. 


Mazie:     I  hear  your  boy  friend  wants 
to  settle  down  and  get  a  home. 

Gertie:     Well,  he's  got  a  good  start. 
I  gave  him  the  gate  last  night. 

Norwich  Guidon. 


>V€/HEN*X  EXCHANGE 
CAEETECIA 

1627  Chicago  Avenue 

11:00  to  2:00  5:00  to  8:00 

SUNDAYS 

12:00  noon  to  8:00 

GIVE  US  ATRIAL 


Can  You  Pick 
the  All- American? 


10  Lear  bury  Suits  and 

Topcoats  given  to  Winners! 

10  Learbury  Suits  and  Topcoats  will  be  awarded  to 
the  10  contestants  whose  selections  for  this  year's 
All-American  Football  Team  are  closest  to  the  one 
chosen  by  College  Humor.  Selections  must  be  made 
on  Learbury  entry  blanks.  Contest  closes  Mid- 
night Nov.  23rd.  Come  in  now  for  your  free  Lear- 
bury entry  blanks. 

MAURICE  L.  ROTHSCHILD 

State  at  .Jackson 


"Sandy,  what  would  you  do  if  your 
friend  Macintosh  offered  you  a 
Life  Saver?" 

"Hoot  nion,  it  would  take  my 
breath  away." 


gatt 
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Your  Themes  and  Theses  Typed 
Neatly,  Quickly  and  Accurately 

English  corrections  and  punctuation  free  of  charge 
A  Complete  Letter  Service  at  Your  Service  All  the  Time 

Mimeographing,  Multigraphing, 
Addressing,  Folding 

THE  EVANSTON  LETTER  SERVICE 

HARRIET  E.  RICHARDSON 

618-620  Davis  Street  Evanston 

University  6145 

Serving  Evanston  and  the  North  Shore  since  1918 


BREAKFAST 

LUNCHEON 

AFTERNOON  TEA 

DINNER 


c-»j        ir*o 


Special 
'After  Theater"  Menu 


Delightful  Fountain  Service 

(Notice)  Special  Pantry  Luncheon  50c 


EVERYTHING 

-:IN:- 

TEXT  BOOKS 

JSew  and  Second  Hand 

BOUGHT 
SOLD 

EXCHANGED 

MULLER'S,  Inc. 

Student  Owned  Student  Managed 

at  a  saving 

167  East  Chicago  Avenue 


A  young  college  couple  who  had  just 
recently  been  married  had  received  lots 
of  nice  wedding  presents  after  establish- 
ing their  home  in  the  suburbs.  One 
morning  in  the  mail  they  received  two 
theatre  tickets  together  with  a  note  which 
read:  "Guess  who  sent  these?" 

At  the  duly  appointed  time  the  young 
couple  went  to  the  theatre,  returning  late 
in  the  evening.  To  their  astonishment 
everything  in  the  house  of  any  value 
had  been  carried  away.  On  a  large  bare 
table  in  the  dining  room  they  found  this 
note:  "Now  you  know." 

Whirlunnd. 


"All  office  boys  going  to  weddings  or 
funerals  must  speak  to  the  superintend- 
ent by  ten  o'clock  the  day  of  the  game." 
Yale  Record. 


1:    What's 

in  those  bags? 

2:    It's  bean  coffee. 

1 :     Never 

mind  what  it  was ;  what 

is  it? 

Stone  Mill. 

Senior:     How  do  you  like  my  room, 

as  a  whole? 

Freshman : 

As  a  hole,  it's  fine;  as  a 

room — not  so 

good.      (Crash!) 

Exchange. 

The  Campus 
Studio  Is  Open 

Make  appointments  for 
Syllabus  photographs 
now.  Our  special  studio 
for  Northwestern  stu- 
dents is  no\v  open  in  the 
John  F.  Hahn  Building. 

MATZENE 

i6i8    Orrington  Ave. 

The    Syllabus  Photographer 
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THE  Y.M.B.A.  HANDBOOK  FOR 
INCOMING  FRESHMEN 

BOOKS 

You  will  need  some  of  these  although 
we  cannot  explain  the  purpose  or  use  of 
them.  Most  of  the  students  carry  them 
around  either  as  ballast  or  as  an  attrac- 
tive and  modish  adjunct  to  a  street  cos- 
tume. They  make  fine  paper  weights 
and  are  also  convenient  as  missiles  of 
oflFense.  Many  of  the  Co-Eds  have  taken 
to  carrying  different  colored  books  to 
match  their  gowns  and  these  come  in 
several  pleasing  shades,  nicely  bound 
and  in  convenient  sizes  and  weights. 
Our  advice  is  to  obtain  some  upon  ar- 
rival because  otherwise  you  might  have 
to  buy  them. 

CLASSES 

These  are  in  the  nature  of  meetings 
and  are  held  off  and  on  during  the  day- 
light hours,  Sundays  excepted.  It  will 
be  necessary  to  attend  a  certain  number 
of  them,  the  exact  number  may  be  ascer- 
tained by  a  consultation  with  some  up- 
per classman.  If  you  are  accustomed  to 
indulge  in  an  afternoon  nap  you  will 
find  these  classes  delightfully  adapted  to 
the  purpose.  The  Dean  or  your  Faculty 
Adviser  will  be  only  too  happy  to  assist 
you  to  arrange  an  afternoon  schedule. 
Such  a  schedule  will  also  permit  of  suffi- 
cient sleep  in  the  morning  and  will  al- 
low ample  time  for  breakfast. 

DEAN,  DEANS,  DEAN  OF  MEN 

This  organization  is  somewhat  similar 
to  the  famous  Scotland  Yard  of  England 
but  lacking  much  of  the  skill  and  many 
of  the  humane  qualities  of  the  latter 
office.  The  incoming  freshman  will  do 
well  to  avoid  contact  with  this  group  but 
it  may  be  that  he  will  be  an  involuntary 
visitor  to  their  offices.  If  such  is  the 
case,  our  advice  would  be:  Keep  Cool, 
Talk  Fast,  Look  Out  for  Trains,  and 
Buddha  Help  You. 


It  takes  a  lot  of  pluck  to  keep  one's 
eyebrows  looking  well. 

Reserve  Red  Cat. 


WHEN    VOU   THINK  OF    FLOWERS 

^      ■      «        .  THINK    OF 


^  Complete  Service 
for  ^our  Car 

Let  Evanston's  largest  and 
most  complete  garage  take 
over  the  storage  and  mainte- 
nance of  your  car. 

Courteous,  prompt  expe- 
rienced service  in  a  central, 
convenient  location. 

foiling.  Greasing       Tl 
Storage,  Simonizing      F 
Washing.  Repairs    J[J 

No  Additional  Charge  for  Delivering  Cars 

"She 

Service  Garage 

1  723  Sherman  Ave. 

Greenleaf  4850-4851 
Opposite  Varsity  Theater 


SHOP';?^ 


'''EvTM^sTo^NVr-     Phone  URiversity(iir]54Z 

FLOWERS  BY  TELEGRAPH 


Men's 
Suits 

Our 

Fall 

Display 

« 

Topcoats 

Hats 

Furnishings 

Is 

1'  ^^■^^hI 

i     ~~ 

Now 

HH" 

French 

Complete 

11 

Shriner 
and 

II 

Urner 

d 

PI 

Shoes 

Irnmntng  King 

$c  (Ha. 

526  Davis  Stree 

t 

;]5 
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Take  a  Flight  irith  Polly! 
SLBSCHIBE   NOW 

for  Eight  Issues  of  the 

PLUPLE  PAHHOT 

Polly  sits  at  the  head  of  the  college  coinic 
table.     You   will   not   want   to    miss   its 

H  U  MOiv*  It's  funny  .  .  .  it's  up  to  the  min- 
ute .  .  .  you'll  like  it. 

Alv  I  ♦  It's  recognized  as  the  best  in  col- 

legedom.    Unusual  student  and 

^j-)-:^l  A  I       professional  talent  have  made  it  so. 

FEATURES:  New,  novel,  different  .  .  .  planned 
for  your  enjoyment. 


CoflTenience:  Every  copy  mailed  directly  to  you 

on  the  day  of  publication. 

SUBSCRIBE  NOW 

For  eight  big  flights  with  Polly! 

$1.75  for  the  year 


WIDOW     GHOST     JUGGLER      FLAMINGO      OCTOPUS      CHANTICLEER      YELLOW  CRAB 


An  Ancient  Prejudice 
Has  Been  Removed 


*« 


"TOASTING  DID  IT"- 

Gone  is  that  ancient  prejudice  against 
cigarettes — Progress  has  been  made.  We 
removed  the  prejudice  against  cigarettes 
when  we  removed  harmful  corrosive 
ACRIDS  {pungent  irritants)  from  the 
tobaccos.  Thus  "TOASTING"  has  de- 
stroyed that  ancient  prejudice  against 
cigarette  smoking  by  men  and  by  women. 

It's  toasted 

No  Throat  Irritation-No  Cough. 
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1939  The  American  Tobacco  Co  .  Manufacturers 


